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Wuo does not delight to see, on the short-cropped grass-plot, 

the tiny daisies which the scythe has spared? Reader, my aim— 

shall I say ambition }—has reached no higher than to have scattered 

a few daisies.on thy path. Tread lightly on the lowly ones, remem- 

bering how frail and sensitive such humble flowerets are ! 
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POEMS. 

MORVEN, 

THE DEPARTED SPIRIT. 

ONE day, as on the beach reclined, 

With visions floating through my mind, 

Methought I saw a radiant ship 

Into the calm blue ocean dip. 

The ship did seem too slight and thin 

For human form to sit therein ; 

So frail, and yet so bright it shone, 

I held my breath as it glided on. 

B 



MORVEN. 

At length, methought I could discern 

A maiden sitting at the stern ; 

And as she partly lay reclined, 

Her dark hair waving with the wind, 

Her eyes looked mournfully around, 

But rested not on earthly ground. 

The ship was built, by a fairy sprite, 

Of golden clouds and silv’ry light ; 

And the maid was not of mortal mould, . 

But a calm, pure spirit, pale and cold. 

And I thought—is it thus ?—does a barque like this 

Convey pure souls to the realms of bliss ? 

And a thrill of joy went through my frame ; 

For I knew her eye, and I guess’d her name. 

“ Oh, Morven!” then, at length, I said, 

“I did not know that thou wert dead! 

I did not think that thou wert she 

Sailing in light so tranquilly. 

Thy tender heart is now at rest ; 

I see thy soul in beauty dress’d ; 



MORVEN. 3 

And though there still remains a trace 

Of sadness o’er thy angel face, 

That soon will fade when thou dost meet 

Congenial spirits, who will greet 

Thy soul with tenderness and love, 

And fond affection; for above, 

And there alone, do spirits know 

What joy affection can bestow,— 

The happiness which is combined 

In every word, when from the mind 

Flows the exalted sentiment, 

From the pure fount of wisdom sent, 

When thought meets thought in converse free, 

Weaving the hours harmoniously.” 

A soft, sweet smile began to play 

Around her mouth, when, like a ray 

Of moonlight for transparency, 

One finger to her lip she press’d, 

Which seemed to say, ‘‘ I'm now at rest.” 

B2 



MORVEN. 

The ship, which until then did glide 

In silent abeiie down the tide, 

Suddenly ceased its tranquil motion, 

And left no track on the waveless ocean, 

Which seemed unconscious that it bore 

A spirit to her native shore ; 

It did not heave beneath the weight, 

Though laden with immortal freight ; 

Not even a breath of wind had stirr’d, 

Nor human voice could there be heard. 

But through the air there came a sound, 

As of many wings. I looked around, 

And nought could I see, but'the spirit maid, 

In her chip of clouje—and thet did fade 

Slowly, slowly from my sight. i 

And then, oh! then the vision bright 

Which met my gaze!—a winged boat 

Down through ethereal space did float ; 

Six young seraphs, with wings outspread, 

Closing beneath, like a downy bed, 



MORVEN. 

Their heads on either side reclined, 

To form a boat, all soul, all mind; 

That so this pure departed spirit 

Without a fear might rest within it, 

I gazed in rapt astonishment ; 

I knew for whom this boat was sent. 

It was a scene too bright to last 

’ One moment more; for Morven past 

Into the realms of dazzling light, 

Borne upon wings 80 swift, so bright, 

That, ere I could withdraw my eyes, 

Her spirit mingled with the skies. 



TO THE SKYLARK. 

Wuart notes! what blissful notes were those I heard 

Ascending—still ascending! Sweetest bird! 

Mysterious songster ! long I watched thy flight, 

Higher and higher through the realms of light, 

Till I could gaze no more; but that sweet song, 

That thrilled so joyously, will haunt me long. 

What didst thou see ?—ah! whither didst thou go, 

So free from every care and every woe, 

That, rising from the earth with rapturous might, 

Thou sendest forth such tones of deep delight ? 

Oh, beauteous bird! for ever upward soaring, 

With thy sweet song, like poet’s soul, outpouring! 



TO THE SKYLARK. 

Though the far ether takes thee from my reach, 

Methinks it is within thy power to teach 

How the pure soul may rise on wings of love, 

Ascend through empty space, and soar above. 

How joyously the tones of rapture rise 

With one who holds communion with the skies ! 

What bliss, what freedom, that bright spirit knows! 

How far removed from earthly cares and woes! 

Like thee, bright creature of the earth and air, 

May we, exalted, seek for joys more fair 

Than earth can yield! and, as we near the sky, 

Send forth such tones of heavenly minstrelsy ! 

Carshalton. 

a 



TO CHARLIE. 

TWO YEARS AND EIGHT MONTHS OLD. 

SWEET CHILD! sweet angel! whatsoe’er thou art, 

That twinest round the fibres of my heart, 

Thou comest like a seraph from above, 

With all thine infant ways, thy baby love ; 

And thus I pour my soul of song on thee, 

And bless that smile of sweetness and of glee. 

May blessings rest upon that pearly brow ! 

Through life as free from sorrow’s cloud as now ! 

Dear Charlie, when I gaze upon thine eyes, 

Those serious, dark, and thoughtful mysteries, 



TO CHARLIE. 9 

They melt my inmost soul—they touch my heart 

With the deep, inborn goodness they impart. 

Radiant with smiles, thy noble little face 

Bears of thy soul and mind full many a trace ! 

Though quick of feeling as of thought, I see 

The angel look of sensibility 

And tenderness, which words can ill convey, 

Born in the smile, o evanescent ray. 

Far, far removed from heartlessness and guile, 

Such perfect harmony in that sweet smile, 

As if no thought that was nor half divine 

Could ever dwell within that soul of thine. 

Thou dearest boy! I love thee, and I bless 

Thy little voice—thine infantine caress. 



ON GENIUS. 

A Ray of light descended from above, 

And souls drank in the light, that gift of love ; 

But knew not that an unexpiring flame 

Possessed their youthful spirits; nor its name, 

Until bright Genius, worshipped by the few,— 

| Nay, its own worshipper (alas! how true !),— 

Came as a living splendour o’er the world, 

And to admiring eyes its wings unfurled. 

Oh! thanks and praises to that blessed Being, 

To that Most High and infinite All-seeing! 



ON GENIUS. 

Who, when He breathed a living soul within, 

In pity for our frailty or our sin, 

That we might not forget our noble birth, 

Nor let our spirits wander down to earth, 

Upraised them on a car of living fire, 

To mingle with the skies, and there aspire. 

Thy course, bright Genius, is a varied one, 

And may be justly likened to the Sun, 

Whose rising first sheds colours o’er the mind, 

Of far too gorgeous hues to be defined, 

While the fresh morning of its early years 

Is often saddened o’er with many tears. 

And when ’tis risen, clouds will intervene, 

And darken for a while the beauteous scene, 

Then bursts he forth, dispelling mist and rain. 

Thus Genius breaks upon the sight again, 

And onward then it speeds, and downward throws 

A light, in which rejoicing nature glows ; 

And though, perchance, the cold, unheeding cloud 

May, like the world, its brightness often shroud, 



12 ON GENIUS. 

Yet the exalted mind has justly deemed 

There may be light, and light thenceforth has teemed. 

In endless gratitude, goes forth the Sun, 

Brighter and brighter, till his course is run. 

And so does Genius—never losing sight 

Of the first smile which dawned upon its light. 

By slow degrees the sky is overspread 

With liquid gold, the setting Sun has shed ; 

And so the mind grows brighter, more divine, 

While Genius lingers, ere it cease to shine ; 

Each cloud, each thought, is tinged with living fire— 

"Tis set, ‘tis gone, but never to expire. 



THERE ARE MANY JOYS. 

THERE are many joys that the spirit knows, 

Even on earth, amidst all its woes ; 

And much of happiness I could tell 

To those who have often felt its spell, 

To those who know not the reason why 

The smile and the tear are in harmony ; 

For sunshine and shower are not more near 

Than, in spirits refined, the smile and the tear. 



14 THERE ARE MANY JOYS. 

There’s a joy all smiles, a gladsome mirth, 

When sitting around the homely hearth, 

When the kindly word and laughing eye 

Awaken a smile of sympathy, 

When health is beaming on every cheek, 

In the ringing laugh and the childish freak, 

The innocent jest, without restraint, 

Mocking at fear till rebuke grows faint. 

There’s a joy in the first approach of spring, 

When all that looked dark and withering 

Is bursting afresh, as from the tomb ; 

And we almost forget the winter’s gloom, 

As we mark the buds in their green array, 

And feel as hopeful and fresh as they ; 

When birds fly up and flap the wing, 

As if they too of hope could sing. 

There’s joy in the first sweet opening flow’r, 

When the bud we’ve watched from hour to hour 



THERE ARE MANY JOYS. 15 

At last uprears its tiny head, 

And perfumes all the flower bed ; 

Or in the little jar of mould 

To see the bud expand, unfold— 

The bud that we so fondly nursed, 

Into a beauteous flow’ret burst ! 

There’s a joy in the warm and glowing breath 

Of a summer's day, that dreams not of death ; 

When the spirit heaves a deep-drawn sigh, 

A sigh of o’erwrought ecstacy, 

As she drinks in the warm and balmy air, 

And sees her happiness pictured there, 

When the bright luxuriant thought flits past, 

By no shade of sorrow overcast. 

There’s a joy that is more still and calm, 

That tempers the soul with a sacred balm, 

When we walk the fragrant garden lone, 

Just when the sun is partly gone, 



16 THERE ARE MANY JOYs. 

Saying farewell to tree and flower, 

Leaving the soul in her own pure bower 

Of tranquil, bright, and holy bliss, 

Felt deeply in an hour like this. 

There's a joy so full of gratitude, 

That tears can hardly be withstood, 

When the heart pours forth its thanks on high, 

Till utterance fail of its potency : 

It is when pain and danger’s o'er, 

When the friend we love returns once more 

To life and health—while yet pale grief 

Stood mute, nor dared to hope relief. 

There’s joy in music; yea, every tone 

Hath a joy which it may call its own, 

In plaint most sad, or harmonies 

Whose glories upward seem to rise : 

A melancholy joy withal! 

In sound as though we could recall 



THERE ARE MANY JOYS. 

Some happiness we never knew, 

Yet fain would picture to our view. 

There is a joy that seems to sleep, 

A hidden rapture, pure and deep ; 

It is not mirth—it has no voice 

It would be silent and rejoice ; 

The soul, long prisoned, then is free ; 

Love is the spirit’s liberty ; 

It is a joy that looks on high, 

And smiles—'tis when a lov'd one’s nigh. 

17 



TWILIGHT. 

How beautiful when daylight melts away, 

Leaving no wish for one returning ray 

Of the departed light! as twilight now, 

Like a sweet saint, with modest, pearly brow, 

Advances slowly, casting her pure hood 

Of softened light around us,—while the good, 

The tender, gentle thoughts, and most refined, 

Steal o'er the soul, like summer's evening wind ; 

It is a time of bliss the most subdued, 

And therefore perfect, when the soul's imbued 

With holiness serene, with wisdom bright, 

Which shines not always in less tender light ; 

It is a time when all that’s harsh must flee, 

Must yield to soft, bewitching harmony. 



AN INVOCATION TO THE SPIRIT OF POESY. 

I CALL thee, beauteous Spirit, to appear, 

And into words my every thought make clear ; 

Then on thy golden wings my verses bear, 

Spirit of Poesy ! 

I long have felt thy magic power, and feel 

As if I sometimes could thy thought reveal ; 

And therefore from the busy world do steal, 

To be with thee. 

When in my childhood, tears would often start, 

When thoughts too deep for utt’rance filled my heart, 

Which, yet a child, I knew not to impart, 

Where wert thou then ? 



20 AN INVOCATION TO THE SPIRIT OF POESY. 

And as I grew, a melancholy veil, 

Casting its shadow o’er the simplest tale, 

Would make me weep, and oftentimes bewail, 

Because I had thee not. 

How oft in very pensiveness I’ve sighed, 

As silently I watched the ebbing tide, 

And wished that I might ever there abide, 

Inspired by thee. 

In solitude, I hear thee lightly tread, 

In measured pace, the churchyard of the dead ; 

Then gently gliding o’er the flow’ret’s bed, 

I see thee now. 

Thou giv’st to every flower a hidden charm ; 

They live and breathe, encircled by thine arm ; 

All nature, touched by thee, is glowing warm, 

Soul-stirring Poetry ! 

When music’s soft, delicious strains I hear, 

Ah! then I feel that thou art hov’ring near ; 

Thou speakest'to my heart in accents clear ; 

Then leave me not. 



AN INVOCATION TO THE SPIRIT OF POESY. 21 

I long have loved and sought thy magic power, 

Which tinges with bright hue the passing hour ; 

With thee, I care not for the richest dower : 

Oh, come to me! 

The deep-toned voice of eloquence, with thee, 

Falls on the ear like richest harmony ; 

Thou bright, unearthly thing, through which we see 

As through a veil! 

There nothing is on earth, or sea, or sky, 

Which does not wear thy smile of witchery ; 

But often smiles of sadness I desery, 

Fatal to bliss! 

Then come to me, in all thy beauty, come, 

Thou dream of loveliness! and make thy home, 

Thy dwelling, in my heart,—and there thy tomb, 

Spirit of Poesy ! 



ON A PICTURE OF “ CONTEMPLATION,” 

BY SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 

SWEET maid, what is it that arrests thy sight ? 

Thine eyes seem fixed, though nought attracts their light. 

Dwells thy pure mind upon some secret pain, 

Or thought of love which works upon thy brain ? 

Has thy warm heart been chilled by doubt or fear 

That thou art not beloved by-one held dear ? 

Does pallid grief upon thy purest brow 

Lamenting sit, and mourn some broken vow? 

Or is the picture of thy mind more fair ? 

Ts calm content, unruffled bliss, thy share ? 



ON A PICTURE OF CONTEMPLATION. 23 

So tranquil, yet so pensive, is thy glance, 

I scarce can tell what most thy thoughts entrance, 

With such bewitching softness thou dost lean 

Thy cheek upon thy hand, that this bright scene 

Adds little to thy beauty ; yet from thee 

Much it receives, illumined though it be 

By the pure orb of heaven; whilst the trees 

Wave, seemingly, their branches with the breeze, 

Giving that silken tress a gentle play 

Across the neck of snow where it would stray. 

I scarce can think a brow so full of thought 

But must hae heavenly visions, or be fraught 

With elevated dreams, not bound to earth, 

But soaring upwards, whence they had their birth. 



THE BROKEN HEART: 

A FRAGMENT. 

SHE wept herself to sleep ; yet not a trace 

Of anguish rested on that pallid face,— 

So still, so calm, so passionless, serene, 

Like moonlight resting where the sun hath been. 

Angel of Death! it is not always so, 

That thou dost lay the broken-hearted low ; 

Too oft thy finger on the lip of youth 

Hushes, with icy touch, its joy, its truth ; 

While infancy, and mirth, and happiness, 

Are oft the first to meet thy cold caress. 



Gr THE BROKEN HEART. 2 

But here thou art a friend !—how good, how kind! 

For thou with soft allurements now dost bind, 

With thy firm chains, those hands, those small white hands. 

* * * * * * * 

Her last sigh borne along, her last prayer said, 

That prayer for happiness, and she lies dead. 

’ How could she brave this world, its strife, its storm, 

With heart and soul so tender, fond, and warm ? 

How could she bear its heartlessness, its change, 

Whilst her own faithful heart would never range? 

But firm in friendship, and unchanged in death, 

She knew not, guessed not, how the chilling breath 

Of cold neglect could blight her joyous heart, 

Rush to her soul, and make the tear-drops start. 

But now ‘tis o’er, the suffering spirit flown 

To realms of bliss, where coldness is unknown,— 

To that bright spirit-land of peace and love. 

* * * * * * 



MY BABY. 

Dark blue eyes, whose lashes lie 

On the cheek bewitchingly ; 

Brow so pale, and cheek so fair, 

Shaded by the soft black hair ; 

Beautiful in soul and feature 

Is this sweet angelic creature ! 

And the music of her laugh— 

Oh! I have not told you half! 

How her tiny hand she raises, 

Smiling brightly, while she gazes 

Upon objects all around, 

From the ceiling to the ground. 



MY BABY. 

How she puts her little cheek 

To be kissed, so soft, so meek! 

Then, with sudden look of fun, 

Turns to see the children run, 

Looking on so wondringly 

At her little brother’s glee. 

Now, when other infants weep, 

Gently she lies down to sleep. 

Ah! the little baby dreams ! 

Like a seraph now she seems. 

Does the little soul behold 

Butterflies with wings of gold, 

Humming bird, with azure throat, 

Through the air celestial float ? 

No; she sees the angels bright, 

Flitting, like a stream of light, 

Round about the evening star. 

See! she smiles—ah ! there they are! 

Wake, my baby ; ope thine eyes ; 

Or they'll claim thee for the skies. 

a | 



KNOWLEDGE, WISDOM, AND GENIUS. 

“‘ KNOWLEDGE is power,” ‘tis said; and, oh! how true! 

For, wanting this, alas! how very weak! 

‘Tis this which arms us—this which brings to view 

The mind’s true riches—this that we should seek. 

But knowledge is not wisdom; for the soul 

May be most wise, and yet without much lore. 

Reading increases knowledge ; wisdom’s goal 

Is often reached without the aid of more 

Than what she is possessed of; wisdom grows 

On observation and deep thought; for, like the shell 

Buried in ocean’s deep, it little knows 

Of the rich pearl within it. Who can tell 
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Where innate wisdom dwells, till knowledge come ? 

When, like a miner digging for his ore, 

Or pirate bringing treasures to his home, 

The mind, in searching, finds a richer store. 

Knowledge and wisdom joined—how bright, how rare! 

Yet these are sometimes found to be combined ; 

And when beheld, what joy is ours to share 

The endless wealth which flows from such a mind! 

In solitude sublime does oft exist 

(Where nought of knowledge or of wisdom are) 

A ray divine—the soul’s bright light—not mixed 

With aught of earth, but shining as a star— 

An emanation from on high—a flame, 

For ever burning on, yet undefined— 

For ever soaring high—Genius its name ! 

And knowledge, wisdom, genius, all combined, 

Is true nobility. What else is worth 

Our highest homage? for in these alone 

Consists all power. 



«FAR OFF.” 

Tunk’st thou I’m far off, my blessed treasure ? 

To linger near thee is my fondest pleasure. 

Thou art not absent ; no, I could not part 

From thee, sweet Charlie! Wheresoe’er thou art, 

My spirit follows thee, thou precious boy ! 

By night, thou art my dream—by day, my joy! 

Still ever present to my soul and mind, 

Which knows no limits—free and unconfined. 

My spirit loves thee so, it cow/d not stay 

So lonely here, and thou so far away. 

Beloved child! I kiss thee in my sleep ; 

But when I try to clasp thee, wake and weep. 

Thou art not absent; no, I feel thee here, 

Within my heart of hearts—how very dear! 

Those only are the absent and the far, 

To whom my heart is distant as a star ; 

To whom I speak, and feel no warm delight ; 

On whom I gaze, and see no kindred light. 

But those are present, whom no time can sever, 

Whom distance, absence, makes more dear than ever. 



THE BODY SPEAKING TO THE SOUL THAT HAS 

JUST LEFT IT. 

How exquisite and shadowy thou art, 

Departed soul! and ’tis for this we part. 

Thou wert too beauteous to remain within 

This earthly form, or be defiled by sin. 

I soon shall fade away, now thou art fled ; 

For they will come and lay me with the dead. 

But if they call this death,—why, long before, 

Wert thou not summon’d to that blissful shore ? 

Angels were waiting to encircle thee 

Within their arms of pure transparency ; 



THE BODY SPEAKING TO THE SOUL. 

Thy robe of love, woven with ina beams, 

Clings round thee as a veil; and now it seems 

As if it shed a ling’ring, parting ray 

Before it enters everlasting day. 

Beautiful soul! dost thou not wonder why 

Thou could’st have borne so long this earthly tie, 

Which kept thee struggling, panting to be free, 

Hidden awhile from thine eternity ? 

And yet not hidden quite, for through these eyes 

How often didst thou shine, as if the skies 

Were open to thy view ; and not the less 

Were they the home of all thy tenderness. 

Nay, stay not ; look not on this fading clay ; 

For unto dust I do return this day ; 

Dust must return unto its native earth ; 

The spirit flies to Him who gave it birth. 

Depart, fly hence, bright spiritual thing ! 

No longer pris’ner, though thine azure wing 

Still flutters round the frail abode, to take 

One farewell look of pity, for the sake 



THE BODY SPEAKING TO THE SOUL. 

Of long companionship with me endured. 

No wonder, then, that thou wert so allured 

By all that met thy gaze of soul and mind, 

By converse intellectual, refined ; 

No wonder if in me thou wert so pained,— 

This pallid cheek with tears so often stained ! 

Because thine essence could not mingle here 

With earthly thoughts and wishes, cold and drear, 

But, spirit-like, and on immortal wing, 

Translucent as a star, didst fly and sing ; 

Whilst I alone abstractedly did sit, 

Waiting my soul’s return; till then unfit 

For mortal commune ; for these lips were mute, 

And I, of thee bereft, felt destitute. 

Thou wert my inward melody, my muse, 

And into this cold heart didst once infuse 

The warmth which made it feel, while here below, 

Such holy rapture spirits only know. 

Farewell! they bear me hence unto the grave. 

They would not mourn, could they, like me, but have 

D 
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34 THE BODY SPEAKING TO THE SOUL. 

One moment's glimpse of my departed soul, 

To mark its blessedness ; no bell would toll 

For me, the casket, while the pearl is borne 

On golden clouds, at eve, and blush of morn. 

Then fly, oh! fly—seraphs are calling thee, 

Whose liquid voices blend in harmony ; 

Repose upon that last mellifluous tone, 

*Twill bear thee onward to the heavenly throne, 

Where, through that blue ethereal space above, 

Thou seest the light of never-ending loye. 



FUTURE HAPPINESS, 

Ezek. xxxvi, 35,.—Ps, 1, 2. 

Ox! with what ecstatic pleasure 

Shall the righteous, like a stream, 

Overflow with that lost treasure, 

Happiness! no more a dream. 

Earth in beauty ! earth in gladness ! 

Flowers in eternal bloom ! 

All that was of grief and sadness 

Buried low within the tomb. 



36 FUTURE HAPPINESS. 

See, the loving and the lowly, 

See, the patient and the meek, 

Clad in garments pure and holy, 

Walking forth their God to meet. 

Fragrance through the air is stealing, 

Sighing as an angel sighs, 

Beauty to each eye revealing, 

Beauty of the earth and skies ! 

Now the birds, in joyous chorus, 

Flap the bright exulting wing ; 

Rainbow-hued, they hover o'er us, 

Upward to the heavens they sing. 

Now the vine, luxuriant growing, 

And the palm-tree, spreading wide ; 

Every brilliant blossom blowing, 

Rose and citron side by side. 
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Here the bud, so soft and tender, 

There the fragrant brier green, 

Treeg of most unearthly splendour 

Wave the graceful branch between. 

*Tis the land where beauty shineth, 

‘Tis the land of perfect love ; 

Peace and joy here intertwineth, 

Crowned with glory from above. 

None are desolate and lonely ; 

Tears will never more be seen 

In those radiant eyes, where only 

Melancholy grief hath been. 

Wealth and grandeur of the nations ! 

High and mighty of the earth! 

Where are thy exalted stations ? 

Where the places of thy birth ? 
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Gone for ever! and forsaken ! 

They were but an empty dream ; 

Like the highest boughs, when shaken, 

Or the false and shallow stream. 

But the blessed and the tender, 

They who had no wealth to give, 

Heart and soul they did surrender, 

And for this their souls shall live ; 

They who sought the poor to cherish, 

And rejoice the breaking heart, 

When the soul was nigh to perish, 

And the tear of woe to start. 

See, the glorious light is spreading, 

Dawn of everlasting day ! 

See! the silver orb is shedding 

One expansive, endless ray. 
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Hark! a voice—the dead awaking, 

With the sound of that great Name ; 

Earth within its centre shaking, 

God, its maker, to proclaim. 

Through the earth a thousand voices, 

Through the air angelic strains, 

Every distant sphere rejoices, 

God alone in glory reigns! 



ELIJAH. 

“ But he [Er1sau] himself went a day’s journey in the wilderness, 
and came and sat down under a juniper tree: and he requested for 
himself that he might die; and said, it is enough; now, O Lord, take 

away my life; for I am not better than my fathers.””—‘ And as he 
lay and slept under a juniper tree, behold an angel came and touched 

him, and said unto him, Arise and eat.”—‘ And behold, he looked, 

and there was a cake baked on the coals, and a cruse of water at his 

head, and he did eat and drink, and laid him down again.”—“ And 

the angel of the Lord came again the second time, and touched him, 

and said, Arise and eat; because the journey is too great for 
thee.”—1 Kings, c. xrx, v. 4, 5, 6, 7; 2 Kings, ¢. ny, v. 11. 

O, cHILD of sorrow! be it thine to know— 

Though sad thy lot, how deep soe’er thy woe, 

Though desolate thy path, though weak and lone— 

Thy God regards thee ; for thou art His own. 

Angels are round thee when thou art most drear, 

Thy tears behold, thy faintest sighs they hear ; 

They leave their heavenly paradise above, 

To aid thee with their presence and their love. 



ELIJAH. 

There is no spot so sacred, none so blest, 

As that whereon the holy people rest. 

In grief, Elijah laid his weary head 

Beneath a tree ; when, near his lonely bed, 

A beauteous presence stands, whose radiant form, 

Like a bright rainbow after heavy storm, 

Betokens peace ; so, most serenely bright, 

His soul is touched with pure, benignant light. 

The lovely form! the mild, majestic mien! 

In which a tender sympathy is seen. 

“ Arise and eat, the journey is too great ;” 

Thy patience fails thee ; trust in God, and wait! 

Thus looked, thus felt the messenger divine, 

While soft compassion in his face did shine. 

Belov'd of God! thou dost not comprehend 

Thy sacred mission and thy glorious end. 

Oh, Israel! seek to know, and thou shalt find 

Thy God in every breeze, in every wind! 

Like thee, Elijah was sent forth to prove 

“The Lord is God,” and none but HM above ; 
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Like thee, Elijah was oppressed by foes, 

With none but God to cling to in his woes ; 

Like thee, he was discouraged and distress’d ; 

But, with his faith, like him thou wouldst be blest. 

Oh, wondrous faith! when earth and heaven are thine! 

When barren rocks and caves with beauty shine! 

Elijah rose—again erect he stands, 

And eats the food prepared by angels” hands. 

With heavenly might imbued, he walks along, 

And bursts into a most melodious song. 

How wonderful God’s dealings with his own! 

That “ still, small voice,”"—that sweet, angelic tone, 

Seemed to Elijah too divinely sweet 

To sound on earth—for mortal ear to meet ; 

He hides his face; but, ah! not yet is come 

That glorious transit to the Prophet’s home. 

Children of God! afflicted, think of this ! 

A day awaits ye—'tis a day of bliss ! 

When God decides if earth or heaven shall be 

The fittest place of happiness for thee. 
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A thousand chariots at his bidding rise, 

To bear thee up in triumph to the skies ; 

A thousand “ ministers of flaming fire,” 

Who wing their way through heaven at His desire. 

See where it comes! the fiery coursers fly ! 

The gorgeous car is riding through the sky ; 

His angels, breathless, stand and take their post, 

To greet Elijah ’mongst the heavenly host. 

Hark! ’tis a shout of triumph! glory shone— 

A momentary blaze—and he is gone! 

* * * * * * * 

Far, far through the ether, up higher they take him ; 

Through heaven’s wide circuit, on, on do they go; 

Nor rest, till the glorious archangels awake him, 

And bid him look down on the regions below. 

Then raising himself from his chariot of fire, 

While the bright-wingéd coursers stood flaming in light, 

He gazed on Elisha; he heard the desire, 

“ Oh! let but thy spirit still rest in my sight !” 
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He heard, and he answered—‘ My mantle I leave thee, 

Though outward the gift, yet no glory be mine ; 

Be zealous for God, and His might shall achieve thee 

A bliss like the present—a glory divine.” 



THE TIGRIDIA PAVONIA. 

This flower opens at nine in the morning, and dies at noon; it 
lives upon the heat which it receives from the sun, and when that 
disappears, it looks scorched and dead. 

BEAvTEOUS flower, I love thee; 

Because to me thou art 

An emblem and a semblance 

Of a fond and loving heart. 

Thou art not beauty’s self, I own, 

Though, raised aloft, are seen 

Thy leaves transparent, glowing red, 

Tinged with soft hues of green. 
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But thou dost rear thy fragile head, 

To catch the Sun’s bright rays, 

And on his radiant glory fix 

Thy ever constant gaze. 

Alas! poor flower, thou dost not know 

Thy love will prove thy bane ; 

The bright Sun sheds his cheering warmth, 

But not to give thee pain. 

*Tis not for thee alone he shines ; 

All other flowers receive 

That light and heat; but not like thee 

Do they his absence grieve. 

Canst thou not live, as others do, 

*Mid sunshine, rain, and cold ; 

Alike indifferent which of these 

The most thou dost behold ? 
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Expand no more those glowing leaves, 

Those radiant hues revealing— 

So doomed are they for coldness here, 

More than the warmth they're stealing. 

But, no; I see thee fading fast, 

Beneath thy loved one’s power ; 

Unconsciously his scorching rays 

Have seen thy life’s last hour. 



LOCKS OF HAIR. 

Twat little lock, that simple tress, 

How full of life and tenderness! 

It seems as though we there could trace 

The very feelings, form, and face ; 

As if the loved, the absent one 

Had never from our sight been gone. 

What sweet, fond memories can be shed 

On locks just severed from the head! 

A thousand strange émotions cast 

Their flitting shadows o’er the past, 

And teach us there is no control 

Of thought within the poet’s soul ; 
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That beauteous world, where never thought 

Beneath dominion could be brought, 

Which worships or which hates at will, 

Untutored by the worldling’s skill ; 

Which looks on what it loves below 

With angels’ love, with mortals’ woe ; 

Whose all-creating fancy teems 

With noble thoughts and blissful dreams, 

With colouring from the rainbow caught, 

Or moonlight tenderness of thought ; 

With all—nay, more—than I could bring 

For eye to see, or ear to sing: 

Then question not what’s passing there, 

While gazing on those locks of hair. 

Now first I take the longest curl ; 

*Twas parted on a brow like pear! ; 

That sweetest curl of softest brown ! 

That brow which never wore a frown! 

I gaze on it until I smile, 

And press it to my lips the while ; 
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I turn away—a tear is shed ; 

Too much I love that dearest head ! 

Too fondly prize that sweet caress, 

With all its woman’s tenderness. 

I see those eyes look on me, shining ; 

I feel those arms around me twining, 

And fancy makes me hear her say, 

“ Sweet sister, wipe those tears away.” 

What next appears within my sight, 

So softly silken, black as night ? 

*Tis somewhat shorter than thine own— 

Thy husband’s hair. A marble throne 

Is like the brow from whence it came; 

Brow where the diadem of fame 

Should be encircled; there, enshrined, 

Dwells ever the exalted mind. 

I see the very thoughts descending, 

The tender with the noble blending. 

Was ever one so cherished here, 

Without a sigh, without a tear ? 
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Nay, look not sternly, brother mine, 

On thoughts which seem perchance to shine 

With somewhat of too warm a light, 

Too tender, too divinely bright 

For this dull earth. Thy sister, then, 

Will lay down her poetic pen, 

Or turn to that fair child of thine, 

Thy first born. From a golden mine 

Of sunny locks was that drawn forth ; 

Not from the regions of the north, 

That little curl; ah, no! I guess 

From the sweet south that golden tress, 

That angel smile, those soft, meek eyes, 

Their blue light beaming like the skies. 

Thou little, tender, gentle thing, 

What touching softness dost thou bring! 

Like evening clouds upon the sky, 

Melting within so tenderly. 

We scarce perceive the dew that’s falling, 

Till, like a happy dream recalling, 
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We wake and find ourselves in tears : 

Just so we start when night appears. 

Then come to me again, sweet child ; 

Shine on me with thine eyes so mild; 

T'll place the curl upon my finger, 

While pleasing fancy makes me linger, 

And dream that I am still entwining 

Those sunny locks around thee shining, 

While Hope her pinion bright unfurls, 

And brings to me those golden curls. 

The next, a tiny lock I view ; 

‘Tis thine, sweet boy! the auburn hue 

That, like the softest angel’s wing, 

Upon thy dear head gathering. 

It shades a noble little brow: 

What infant thought is on it now ? 

A kind of serious frolic play 

Shines on thee like the meteor’s ray ; 

Thy bright glance kindling the while 

With scornful look and rosy smile. 
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Smile on ; thou art thy father’s joy, 

Thy mother’s bliss, thou sweetest boy ! 

And now I fain would write a line 

Upon that little speck of thine, 

Sweet baby :—oh! that silken thread 

Of hair is from thy precious head! 

Dear babe, I love thee not the less, 

Although ’tis such a fairy tress ; 

Although it be so small a bit, 

Each moment do I think of it, 

And long to take thee on my knee. 

Sweet babe! I love thee tenderly, 

And join thy little name with theirs, 

In all my blessings, all my prayers. 



FORGET THEE? 

“ Can a maid forget her ornaments, or a bride her attire? yet my 

people have forgotten me, days without number.”—JEREMIAn, ii, 33. 

ForGEt thee, oh, my God! and can this be ? 

Proclaim earth's thousand voices. Answer ye, 

Ye midnight heavens, bedecked with eyes so bright ! 

Majestic darkness, eloquence of night! 

Speak of thy Maker—speak, thou glorious Sun ! 

And thou, enchanting Moon, ethereal one ! 

Tell me of Him. 

Oh! exquisite and clear 

Were those soft words upon my listening ear! 

Oh! thrilling power divine of Nature's voice, 

Whose seeming answer spake. 

Fond heart, rejoice ! 

For we forget not God. There is no hour 

When we could live without His love, His pow’r. 
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Each moment (sighed the pale and blushing Rose) 

The wonders of my Maker I disclose ; 

And every flower throughout this garden fair 

Mingles its grateful perfume with the air, 

_ Like incense rising with a fervent pray’r, 

To thank Him for his ever watchful care. 

Ah! this is not forgetfulness, I said ; 

Emblems of grateful love! I too would shed 

My heart’s best incense on that holy shrine, 

To burn for ever. Then, with song divine, 

Teeming with melody, the stately trees, 

And graceful wheat, bowing to every breeze, 

In whispered chorus spoke His wondrous skill, 

And their obedience to His blessed will. 

I gazed in rapture on those fields so sweet, 

Whose every blade bowed low, as if to meet 

The faintest breath of wind, which seemed to bring 

Behests from heaven upon its angel wing. 

Oh, nature! exquisitely calm and bright! 

Your Maker is your life, your sole delight! 



ANGELS’ HEADS. 

FROM A PICTURE BY SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 

ANGELS’ heads !—oh, blessed vision ! 

That would picture things so fair, 

Lead us to that world elysian, 

For a while to linger there. 

Here, the blue transparent sky 

Circles round a face divine ; 

There, the gaze of that soft eye 

Purely, brilliantly doth shine. 
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We long to pierce the pale, pure ether, 

That in mystery doth fling 

Its shadow on the radiant feather 

Of that gentle angel’s wing. 

With eyes upturned, and looks of wonder, 

Is that little seraph mute ? 

Or, with rosy lips asunder, 

Sings he to some unseen lute ? 

One bows down in meek submission ; 

Love that little soul doth fill— 

Love that seeks, in heavenly mission, 

‘To obey its Maker’s will. 

Have those golden locks been ever 

Made the theme of earthly love ? 

Were fond parents doomed to sever 

From such blessed ones above ? 
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No; methinks those beauteous heads 

Ne’er were tossed by earthly billows ; 

Clouds of heaven their only beds, 

Sunshine through those clouds their pillows. 

Rest, and rapture, tranquil gladness ; 

Wings outspread, the air to cleave ; 

Joy, without one touch of sadness ; 

Heaven possessed, no earth to leave. 



THOUGHT: 

A VISION. 

Amidst the solemn stillness of the night, 

With noiseless step, appeared before my sight 

A spectral form, shrouded in deepest gloom, 

As if just risen from the silent tomb ; 

Beside my bed it stood, as though ’twere sent 

From heaven, on some high mission sternly bent, 

Some awful truth or message to convey, 

And guide my erring steps in truth’s bright way. 

Sleep from my eye-lids seemed at once to flee, 

And, spell-bound by the awful mystery, 
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I held my breath in terror for a while ; 

Till, soothed by its mild look and gentle smile, 

I said, “‘ Whence comest thou?” and it replied, 

In sweetest tones, “ I come to be thy guide, 

“ To lead thee to a region far more blest 

“ Than any that thy feet have ever prest, 

“* To join the band of kindred souls above, 

“‘ Where earthly joys are changed to heavenly love.” 

"Twas Thought personified in human guise, 

Who thus invited me towards the skies. 

I rose as one entranced ; he led the way, 

And suddenly the night was turned to day ; 

So changed did all things now around appear! 

So dazzling bright the glowing atmosphere ! 

As if the sun with its o’erpow’ring light 

Had quenched the myriad lustrous orbs of night. 

On, on we sped, and with such rapid pace, 

That ‘twas in vain our actual path to trace ; 
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When to a region of delight we came, 

Lovelier than any land yet known to fame : 

The air was balmy, and the sky serene, 

And Beauty over all things reigned the queen. 

I almost deemed it some celestial place, 

Some intermediate state, where souls have grace 

To end the course which they had not quite run— 

Attain that holiness on earth begun, 

Those sounds that fell upon my ravished ears 

Were like the heavenly music of the spheres. 

I stood transfixed, absorbed in purest joy, 

Entranced with rapture, free from all alloy ; 

Nor were my feelings unperceived by Thought, 

Who, quickly as a gleam of lightning, caught 

That moment to bring scenes before my view, 

As beautiful as strange, and strange as new. 

The air seemed filled with spirits ; on each beam 

Which from the mid-day sun did downward stream 
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Numberless rays—e’en every ray did bear 

A form ethereal on its golden chair. 

Thought, whisp’ring, said—* It seemed as if the sun 

“ Had crowned each head with glory it had won.” * 

I left the spot, and instantly I stood 

"Neath the dark shadow of umbrageous wood, 

Whose rich and varied foliage all around, 

Joined to a stillness, solemn and profound, 

Gave to that hour a charm, which words were vain 

To picture forth—so glorious was the reign 

Of Beauty, Happiness, Content, Delight, 

O’er all that met my wond’ring, joyous sight ! 

The gorgeous images which then arose 

Within my soul, no language could disclose, 

Beyond the glimmering of that hidden light 

Which burns within, unclouded, pure, and bright. 

“Oh! tell me then, all-powerful Thought,” I cried, 

“* At whose behest hast thou become my guide ? 
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“« Show me the magic of thy wings, and I 

“ Will night and day with thee for ever fly. 

“« How dost thou conquer time and distance too? 

“ Wilt thou with this one truth my mind imbue, 

“* Thou minister of all that’s wise and good— 

« (That is, if thou art rightly understood) ?” 

To which he answered—‘ God, who all things made, 

«* From e’en the lowliest herb, or flow’ret’s blade, 

“ Up to the orbs of heaven, in light array’d, 

“ Gave me dominion over every mind, 

“In every human form by Him enshrined, 

“* To lead their steps in duty’s path aright, 

“* On every heart the moral law to write ; 

“‘ To show thee the rewards in store for those 

“«« Whose lives are holy, and whose hearts repose, 

“In purest faith, on God, who reigns above, 

‘* Fills heaven and earth with his unbounded love.” 

I sought my guardian’s hand in mine to place ; 

But Thought had flown—I grasped but empty space ; 



64 THOUGHT. 

Th’ ethereal form had vanished—'twas a dream! 

Yet so distinct did every image seem, 

That, while the power of memory shall last, 

"Twill seem as ever present—not as past. 

And, oh! may this sweet vision of the brain, 

With all th’ impressions following in its train, 

Make me more anxious so to live and die, 

As to regain the realms of bliss on high! 



SONG. 

WHEN I gaze on thee, I bless thee, 

And my spirit would caress thee, 

Even while it soars above, 

On its wings of faith and love. 

As a radiant star thou art 

To the heaven of my heart ; 

For it sees no thing so bright 

In its regions of delight. 

I will bless thee in my sleep, 

When I wake, and when I weep ; 

In my dreams of bliss divine, 

When my soul has been with thine. 

Oh! what mysteries belong 

To the soul of love and song! 

That it sees no other sun 

Than its own, its worshipped one. 
F 



A WISH. 

WHEN thoughts of pleasure or of pain 

With which our life’s o’ercast, 

When these by turns my heart enchain, 

Whiche’er I dwelt on last,— 

If pleasure, then I think how short, 

How transient will this be! 

If pain—oh! that is always fraught 

With more than pain to me! 

On earth, our spirits cannot drink 

Ecstatic joy for long ; 

And thus it is I often think, 

Till thinking turns to song. 



A WISH. 

Oh! when will my soul depart ? 

When will the hour come 

For the spirit to quit its abode 

And be called to its native home ? 

Impatient soul, be still, 

And wait God’s holy will. 

Oh! when will my body die ? 

When will it ever rest ? 

Oh! ini the grave let it lie, 

That the spirit may then be blest! 

Impatient soul, be still, 

And wait God's holy will. 

I long to leave the earth, 

I long to see the sky ; 

For never will light shine through 

The soul, till the body die. 

Impatient soul, be still, 

And wait God's holy will. 
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Thrice has the voice said “ wait ;” 

And shall I then dispute ? 

Nay, rather let this heart, 

These lips, be ever mute, 

Than I opposing still 

My wish to His good will. 

Then wait, my soul, oh! wait, 

Until it please the Lord 

To take thee to that state 

Eternal, blest, adored. 



THE INFANT'S LULLABY. 

DEAREST baby, close thine eyes, 

Let thy mother sleep ; 

See, the clouds of eve arise ; 

Sweet one, do not weep. 

Sleep, my baby; hush thee now ; 

Waken not so soon ; 

Angels, guard that cherub brow, 

Bright as summer's noon. 

Dearest baby, let the night 

Lull thee into rest ; 

Close those little eyes so bright 

On thy mother’s breast. 



THE LOCK OF HAIR. 

Ou, no! I do not mean to send thee back, 

Thou pretty lock, so silky, soft, and black, 

Fresh from the little head that I have bless’d; “ 

Reminding me how oft I have caress‘d 

The tiny form, so full of tender feeling, 

Whose every word her little soul revealing. 

Sweet Naomi! so early warm and fond, 

Thou hast impressed me with a love beyond 

Thy infant years; for in thee brightly shines 

The quick intelligence that intertwines 
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Each feeling round the heart—a lasting thought, 

Not like the momentary impulse caught 

From the brief rapture of the child's first kiss ; 

But something deeper, holier far than this, 

Rests in thy dark and serious eye the while ; 

Its tragic glance would almost make me smile. 

Sweet child, I view thee with an anxious prayer, 

That fain would screen thee from a world of care. 

Hearts such as thine are destined, here below, 

To feel alike intensely joy and woe. 

And this my prayer: “ that doth may lead the way— 

Thy guardian angels—to the realms of day.” 



HEAVEN. 

“ By night I saw an angel in my dream, and thus I questioned it 

concerning Heaven.” 

Loox down, blessed soul, from thy realms of light, 

And tell me how thou didst wing thy flight 

To the world of soul, from the world of clay ? 

And say who called thee from earth away ? 

Was it a voice which said, ‘ depart !” 

While Death’s cold hand was on thy heart? 

Or didst thou go less suddenly 

To life and immortality ? 

What beings met thee on the road, 

When thou didst wing thy way to God ? 
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Did angels pure, did seraphs meek, 

Lead thee to the heaven that thou didst seek ? 

Did they deck thy bodiless form with a cloud, 

Or with mist which encircles the moon as a shroud ? 

Or with the hues of the rainbow’s fire, 

To dazzle the stars with thy bright attire ? 

Did they greet thee with love ?—sweet spirit, say ; 

Or open in silence the gates of day ? 

Did they lull thee to rest, or wake thee to song, 

When thou wert borne on their wings along? 

While caged in the clayey form below, 

Of heavenly glory what couldst thou know ! 

But now thou art gone, angelic soul, 

To the realms long sought, the wished-for goal, 

I pray thee softly speak in mine ear— 

Oh! where is thy home in that radiant sphere ? 

Is it beneath the glorious throne 

Where God sits night and day alone ? 

And there, and thee, does it behove 

To sing his praise, and chant his love ? 



HEAVEN. 

Or ’mongst the stars, say, dost thou shine 

As one of them, or more divine? 

*Mid the sun’s radiance dost thou dwell? 

Or does a moonbeam suit thee well, 

To travel east, or to travel west, 

As most beseems a spirit blest-— 

To pierce the ocean—gaze beneath— 

Or skim the snowy mountain's breath ? 

Or watcher of the earth art thou ; 

A holy one, upon whose brow 

Sits calm resolve, and firm intent 

To do His will—His instrument— 

One of those ministering spirits who 

Can search all nature through and through ? 

“ T am, I am,” the Angel said ; 

‘* And well hast thou my mission read ; 

“ But, mortal, question me no more; 

“ What though thy fervent spirit soar, 

‘ And thou wouldst fain enquire of me 

“ Of all my spirit’s ecstacy, 
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“‘ And where my heavenly home I keep, 

“ Or in what realms of bliss I steep 

“ My spirit’s wings ; enough to know 

“ That heavenly voice which bid me go, 

“« Which called me from the earth away, 

“Ts the same voice I mow obey. 

“‘ When first the blessed call I heard, 

“T felt as some delighted bird, 

“ Returning home ; and now I fly 

“ Through earth, through air, or through the sky. 

“« And when is heard celestial sound, 

“« The people of the skies look round 

“‘ With haste, and speed to do His will ; 

“ Nor rest on tardy wing, until 

* All is fulfilled: and it is this 

‘* Obedience which with us is bliss ; 

“« Tt makes the heaven where we do dwell. 

“ Nor is it place, or magic spell, 

“* Which is our happiness. Oh, no! 

** All places, wheresoe’er We go, 



76 HEAVEN. 

“ Are full of God; nay, everywhere 

“ We feel His presence and His care. 

« And this it is which makes us blest ; 

“¢ For this is heaven, and this is rest.” 



TO M. A. B. 

ON THE DEATH OF HER MOTHER. 

AND is thy mother gone ?—her spirit fled ? 

Does she repose amongst the silent dead ? 

She does! That quiet room, that vacant chair, 

Remind me of the form no longer there. 

Methinks I see her still, where she would sit, 

And, busy, turn the ivory tools to knit ; 

Then, looking up with smiling eyes so soft, 

Would listen to the song repeated oft ; 

And frequent, too, her venerable head 

Low bending might be seen, awhile she read 

The holy word of God—that sacred page 

Which cheered her youth, and comforted her age. 

The poor all loved her, and will long deplore 

Their charitable friend—alas ! no more. 

And ever was her household room well stored, 

For those around her hospitable board. 



TO M. A. B. ON THE DEATH OF HER MOTHER. 

In her, the thought of se/f found little share ; 

Others alone claimed all her tender care. 

The sweet, kind look! the many nameless charms! 

The clinging, fond embrace within those arms! 

All—all are gone! The smile is s¢i// the same 

As when, in cheerful hours, it went and came: 

Death could not steal that /ast endearing ray, 

Which, like an angel's presence, seemed to say, 

" Ah ! what a calm and happy lot is mine! 

“© T am not dead—I live in realms divine; 

“ T go to join the blest. Oh! grieve no more ; 

“ But turn your eyes to that bright, blissful shore 

“« Where joys unending, happiness supreme, 

“ Await the righteous ; where th’ eternal gleam 

“ Of heavenly radiance shines upon the soul, 

“‘ That wings its way to that immortal goal 

«« Where angels’ harps resound with tones of joy, 

“ And endless praises all their hours employ.” 



MUSIC AND POETRY. 

WHEN music on the ear falls sweetest, 

Oh, then beware ! 

For though upon the ear it lingers, 

It rests not there ; 

But, quickly rushing to the soul’s recess, 

So sweetly blends 

Its harmony with thought, that echo thence 

An answer sends. 

What is it in the melody of sound 

(Not sound alone !) 

Which calls such visionary beauty forth 

From every tone ? 
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Poetic images do then arise 

Within the mind; 

Harmoniously they rise, thought linked in thought, 

~ And thus they bind 

The yielding heart a captive to sweet sound, 

Whose gentle fall 

Rouses imaginations, which attend 

Her heavenly call : 

Like slumb’ring spirits, from their deep repose, 

Unclose their eyes 

To music, which is poetry gliding by 

In sweet disguise. 



THE LAST NIGHT. 

Lire of my life! what should I be, 

Without thy little voice to cheer me ? 

What pain were mine! what agony! 

Unless that tiny form were near me. 

My soul’s delight! I bless thee, boy ! 

Thou canst not know how much I love thee ; 

For thou art now my only joy, 

Except my God, and heaven above thee. 

Nay, lay that precious head again 

Upon “ Aunt Oda’s” lap, my blessing ; 

It seems to soothe the bitter pain 

Of parting : cease not thy caressing. 

G 
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Thy little words, which some deride, 

Thy sunshine smile of infant glee, 

Thy faults, the very faults I chide, 

Are more than exquisite to me. 

Sweet boy! from thee I cannot part ; 

*Twould be my very life-blood stealing ; 

I watch—I bless, with beating heart, 

Those eyes so full of mind and feeling. 

That little voice and form in pray’r, 

That placid look, when thou art sleeping, 

These thoughts are all too much to bear— 

They melt my soul—and I am weeping. 



“T SIGH FOR THEE.” 

‘Tis not that absence makes thee dearer, 

Though I would vainly wish thee nearer ; 

‘Tis not when thou art far away— 

Not then alone—that I can say 

I sigh for thee ! 

’Tis not in sickness, or in pain, 

When, weary, on my bed I've lain ; 

When, pleased to see thee near me stand, 

I seek the pressure of thy hand, 

And sigh for thee! 

bo 
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Nor yet when oft my beating heart, 

Its tender yearnings to impart, 

Still listens for thy gentle tone: 

Oh! think not in these hours alone 

I sigh for thee ! 

But oftener still when care and sadness 

Vanish ‘mid bright gleams of gladness, 

Too blissful mirth I would beguile ; 

’Tis then I want thy quiet smile, 

And sigh for thee ! 

But when sweet music’s strain comes o'er me, 

When dreams of beauty flit before me, 

Dreams from which I wake to find 

No mirror in an answering mind, 

I sigh for thee! 

How oft I sing my sweetest lays, 

And listen for thy voice of praise ! 

I gaily join the graceful dance, 

But miss thy warm, approving glance, 

And sigh for thee! 



“TI SIGH FOR THEE. 

In vain I seek thy soft blue eye, 

Its smile of love and sympathy ; 

Whate’er I do, whate’er I say, 

Reminds me thou art far away : 

I feel that thou indeed art gone ! 

Whilst, silent, thoughtful, and alone, 

I sigh for thee! 
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THE ANGELS’ VIGIL. 

“ For He will give His angels charge over thee, to guard thee in 
all thy ways. They shall bear thee in their hands, lest thou dash thy 
foot against a stone.’’—Psalm xct, v. 11, 12. 

Sort! I hear the angels’ tread 

Flit like clouds around her bed; 

See how noiselessly they glide, 

Resting on air, by the slumberer’s side. 

Their heavenly forms are bending now, 

To gaze on the sleeper’s youthful brow, 

To smile on her dreams, which are passing by, 

Like stars on the midnight canopy. 

Does she know that angels are watching there, 

That they raise her up with celestial care ? 



THE ANGELS’ VIGIL. 

Does she know that God's protecting pow’r 

Has given them charge in this dark hour ? 

Within their radiant wings enclosing, 

See the maiden still reposing ; 

They bear her up, away, afar, 

Within their spiritual car, 

Rising, floating, slowly blending, 

Through the vault of heaven ascending, 

Far from earth, and far from night, 

To heaven’s domain of cloudless light, 

To that Most High Eternal King 

They bear her, with untiring wing. 

For the gates of heaven are theirs to keep— 

Those angels who have the charge of sleep. 

On, on, through regions of light they float, 

Chanting, with low, melodious note, 

The wonders of night, in celestial hymn, 

Which is echoed by thousands of seraphim, 

Till the whole ethereal vault is ringing 

87 

With the hymns that the angels of night are singing. 
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“ Ah me!” exclaimed the sleeping maid, 

When the heavenly vision began to fade ; 

And she woke to earth, as the morning light 

Dispell’d the dream of her spirit’s flight. 

“« Have the angels, indeed, had charge of me, 

“‘ Bathing my soul in such ecstacy ? 

“ Did I dwell ‘neath the shadow of God Most High ? 

“ Did He answer the prayer, did He treasure the sigh? 

“ Yes, yes; methinks I still can see 

“ Unearthly forms encircle me ; 

“ So pure, so spirit-like those hands 

“ That bore me up to other lands. 

“« How glorious were the beings there !- 

“ One soul of love, one voice of pray’r ! 

« All forming one resplendent beam 

“ Of glory, like my blissful dream.” 



THREE YEARS OF AGE, 

AN evening cloud, that gently gliding by, 

Upon the blue and soft transparency 

Of the most tranquil sky—like this thou art ; 

Like this, the thoughts thou bringest to my heart, 

My sweetest treasure ! 

Thou little, gentle thing, so full of play, 

Pursue the mirthful tenor of thy way ; 

Thy voice’s melody be borne along, 

Tn all the infant joyousness of song, 

My own dear treasure ! 
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There is a serious gaze within thine eye, 

As if a sweet reflective power were nigh, 

Tempering the infant’s with the woman's thought— 

The angel and the child in union brought 

With thee, my treasure! 

I love thee—yes, I love thee very much ; 

And fancy brings thy soft hand’s gentle touch 

Upon my cheek; and then I hear the sound 

Of those dear tiny feet upon the ground, 

My sweetest treasure ! 



TO ONE WHO SPOKE OF PARTING, AND IN 

A TONE OF DESPONDENCY. 

Arr thou a sojourner ? ‘Oh! wouldst thou roam 

Afar from country, and from friends at home ? 

Hast thou no home, no refuge for that heart 

So full of love? Oh! say not we must part, 

And months elapse ere we shall meet again ; 

It fills my eyes with tears, my heart with pain. 

Think, dearest, of the Friend thou hast on high ; 

Think of thy God, whose presence is so nigh ; 

On His eternal arm securely lean, 

For He is thy protector, though unseen. 



TO ONE WHO SPOKE OF PARTING. 

Think of the happiness He has in store 

For those who trust in Him, and Him adore; 

For those with humble, tender hearts like thine, 

What love like His! wnchanging and divine. 

Oh! let the words that from my inmost soul 

Flow, fraught with sympathy, thy grief control ; 

Let my fond heart, in friendship so sincere, 

Speak of a kinder home, a brighter sphere, 

Lead thy sweet spirit to that blissful shore 

Where thou shalt smile with joy, and weep no more. 



NIGHT. 

How exquisite is night, 

When bursting on the sight 

In all its brilliancy of starlight splendour! 

When, with transparent face, 

Or shadowy silent pace, 

The Moon glides by, and thousand stars attend her ! 

Night is the time for thought, 

When all that’s great is brought, 

Is opened to the mental eye ecstatic ; 

When all our noonday dreams 

Are melted by the beams 

Of the bright soul, no more in maze erratic. 



94 NIGHT, 

It is in this still hour 

Religion has full power 

To raise the mind from earth, and earth’s dominion; 

The soul through darkest night 

Sees only realms of light, 

There musing, poised upon her airy pinion. 

Night is the child’s relief, 

When all its little grief, 

Forgotten now, is hidden in sweet dreaming ; 

When down the little cheek, 

So beauteous and so meek, 

The tears have dried, and joy once more is beaming. 

The bud we watched by day, 

The moon’s soft tender ray, 

Or starlight influence, has combined to waken ; 

For now, as if some spell 

Had oped the pearly bell, 

The gentle morning wind a flower has shaken. 
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This is the sober time, 

When thought and reason chime, 

When wonder is absorbed in adoration ; 

When fancy’s visions fall, 

And God is all in all, 

"Tis then we see the grandeur of creation. 

If morn’s most silver hour, 

If noon, in richest dower, 

Can give unto the mind a heavenly blessing, — 

Think you what pensive eve 

And holy midnight leave 

Upon the soul, when thought is worth possessing. 

But ’tis not night or day 

Which bears more holy sway ; 

Laden is every hour with richest treasure! 

Ah! had we but the lore 

To reap this hidden store, 

We might be wise and happy beyond measure. 



ON ELOQUENCE. 

How beautiful is speech !—blest gift of Heaven ! 

To man alone, and not to beast, is given, 

To warm the heart with noble, generous thought, 

To stir the soul with eloquence untaught, 

With moving eloquence, divine, inspired, 

Charming the ear, which listens still untired 

To thoughts, which else might stagnate in the mind, 

The tongue now utters, free and unconfined, 

Nor bound by passionless reserve and cold, 

But, like a torrent, flowing uncontrolled. 

Yet ’tis not all who have this noble gift : 

There are who seldom can their voices lift 

Above a whispered word—a low reply— 

So sensitively timid, that to try 



ON ELOQUENCE. 

Will but throw back the thought upon the soul 

With double force, as if it spurned control ; 

Then will the pen, obedient to the heart, 

Pour forth the language speech could not impart ; 

But thought, when nursed in eloquence’ bright arms, 

Assumes a nobler form—diviner charms ; 

And eloquence, when burning on the tongue, 

Inspires the verse harmonious—else unsung, 

Rouses the soul to all that’s just and good, 

While thoughts long hidden die for want of food. 

Were speech denied, how dead would all appear ! 

For words are living thoughts, when running Clear. 

And silent thought is like the tranquil lake, 

On which all things around reflection make. 

But eloquence, with wisdom on its wings, 

Rises above the world and worldly things, 

As ocean’s towering wave majestic bears 

The wealth of worlds, without the weight of cares. 
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THE SPIRIT'S SONG. 

Come, sister spirit, come away ; 

O, leave your tenement of clay, 

And let not all your love be wasted, 

While heavenly bliss remains untasted. 

I've watched you all your life on earth, 

E’en from the moment of your birth. 

Tis I that give to all you see 

That colouring so heavenly ; 

"Tis I that whisper in vour ear 

The music of another sphere: 

I float about your path by day, 

I give to all you think or say 

A tenderness and love, which now 

With grief I trace upon that brow. 
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Tis I who hover all the night 

Around your bed, till morning's light, 

And give your dreams a holier dye 

Than can be seen by mortal eye. 

Now raise your thoughts from earth to heaven, 

And think upon the bliss that’s given ; 

Think of the spirits pure, who raise 

Their voices day and night in vriiee ; 

In strains angelical they sing 

The wonders of th’ eternal King ; 

They fly at their Creator's call, 

Then low in adoration fall. 

Now bid all earthly care adieu, 

All earthly pain and pleasure too, 

And tread with me that azure sky 

On which you've gazed so wonderingly. 

The very air we breathe above, 

An atmosphere of holy love ; 

Your joy and rapture here below 

No sympathy can ever know ; 
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But there ‘tis purified, refined, 

In elements of floating mind ; 

There shall we feed on thought sublime, 

Beyond the ravages of time, 

And watch and pray o’er those we love, 

Till every breath a blessing prove ; 

We'll dwell for ever with the Lord, 

And thank and praise his name adored, 

Give glory to His Majesty 

In tones of endless harmony. 



THE ORGAN, 

Harx! ’tis the organ with its full tone pealing ! 

It sinks into my soul, whose depth of feeling 

Answers to all that’s beautiful and grand. 

What sayeth it of that most glorious land ? 

What speaketh it of God? and what of thee, 

Thou beauteous soul, heir of eternity ? 

In tones of majesty it says, “ Arise! 

“ The gates of heaven are opened, and the skies 

“ Shine like a blaze of glory round the King— 

“ The King of kings! Of Him then let us sing.” 

The loud tones ceased. Now, gentle, sweet, and soft, 

Like seraph-breathings, soared the tones aloft ; 
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They rose, they swelled, they filled my listening ears, 

Like the celestial music of the spheres. 

Oh! soft and sweet, methought, a voice then spoke, 

While a new light upon my spirit broke. 

It said, ‘ Our God is merciful and kind, 

« And He unto Himself would wish to bind 

“ The souls of all the just—for He is just. 

“ Oh! wilt thou love Him? Wilt thou in Him trust?” 

Then a sweet cadence came, like seraph saying, 

“ In pity listens He whilst thou art praying— 

“ Forgives and blesses from His throne above ; 

“ He is so righteous, and so full of love !” 

Then from the organ came a glorious peal, 

Which seemed my mortal vision to unseal. 

Oh! beauty and delight! to hear and see 

Angels and cherubs joined in harmony ! 

Some lay reposed on clouds of liquid gold, 

And unseen harps beneath their wings unfold, 
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To sing their Maker’s praise. Others there were 

Gliding on wing untiring through the air, 

While every circlet brought a rushing tone 

Of louder praises, which would reach the throne 

In one-full burst ; unlike the whisperings 

Which came from those soft harps beneath the wings. 

And yet they seemed to join, and blend, and mingle ; 

I could not wish that either voice were single ; 

But sent my soul in unison with theirs, 

That it might glean, from those immortal airs, 

Some hope, some joy, some happiness serene, 

Unfelt by mortals in this earthly scene. 



THE CHILDREN. 

THE CHILDREN! When I hear those words, they vibrate 

through my frame, 

As if the chord of life were struck, and sacred musie came. 

The children! Ah! these simple words! how much do they 

convey ! 

What tender thoughts, what longing thoughts, when they are 

far away ! 

When all the little anxious cares are vanished or forgot, 

And nought but love and tenderness cling round the baby’s 

cot. 

The little crib, the little chair, the little broken toy, 

Has each its own small claim for love, as token of past joy. 
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The little voices hushed in sleep, the little forms so still— 

(A tear is rising in my eye, against my own good will). 

One with his sweet, angelic smile, his seraph, bird-like tone ; 

Another with his dark brown eyes, his crystal laugh—my 

own— 

My precious boy ! with head thrown back to show those pearly 

teeth. 

The sweetest boy, the noble child, with the tender soul 

beneath. 

That loving heart, that blessed one, with his little serious look, 

His smile of quick intelligence, like sunshine on a brook. 

And then the gentle girl comes forth, with her golden, waving 

hair, 

Her large, soft eyes of tender blue, and her face so sweet and 

fair ! 

Thou wert the first I loved, sweet child; thy brothers now 

claim part 

Of that which once was all thine own—this tender, loving 

heart. 
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And still thou hast too much by far—too much by far have 

they ; 

And God will ask me for the love I am giving thus away. 

Then go, sweet forms; I banish ye: my courage fails me 

now ; 

I dare no longer look on ye—God bless each angel brow! 



DREAMS. 

No wonder, when we speak of happiness, 

Or beauty, or the like, we should express 

In terms of most superlative extreme— 

“ "Twas dreamlike,” or ‘ "twas heavenly as a dream !” 

No wonder ; for if e’en some transient joy, 

Some gleam of happiness without alloy, 

Does, like a ray of silver light, but dart 

Its momentary rapture through the heart— 

A word, a look, a tone, may oft suffice 

To chill the tender heart, as ’twere with ice ; 

Or should a warm, approving glance be sent, 

Lighting the heart, as stars the firmament : 
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The stars go out, and leave a darkened sky ; 

Kind looks depart, and tears are in the eye. 

But ’tis not so in dreams—oh, no! we find 

An undisturbed tranquillity of mind. 

"Tis not that waking hours do fail of this ; 

But ’tis the continuity of bliss— 

The calm serenity of silent joy, 

Which nothing seems to alter or destroy ; 

While virtue, beauty, kindness, seem to roll 

O’er the celestial heaven of the soul. 

And when we wake from sleep and dreams, we fain 

Would be restored to such sweet sleep again. 

Oh! may not dreams, methinks, be sometimes given 

As shadows of that blessed state called Heaven ? 

Oh! wake me not, my sisters dear, 

Nor call me when I sleep ; 

And if no more I waken here, 

I.pray you not to weep. 



DREAMS. 

For, oh! I have such happy dreams ! 

So fraught with joy and love! 

And to another world, it seems, 

I nightly do remove. 

So tranquilly, so silently 

I join that world of bliss, 

That, were it not for so much joy, 

I still might think it this. 

I hear no voice, no single sound 

Is borne upon the air ; 

But love and kindness all around 

Seem breathing every where. 

Some gently come and take my hand 

To clasp within their own ; 

They are not here, that shadowy band ; 

I wake, and they are flown. 

I think that spirits, when we sleep, 

Are watching from above ; 

And if they thus their vigils keep, 

Their watch-word must be Love! 
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Oh! surely on the midnight wind 

Pure spirits must be borne, 

To pour down joy upon the mind, 

Which vanishes with morn: 

They are not words, or looks, or tones, 

Which sink into my soul ; 

Yet, when I wake, my spirit moans, 

To reach that happy goal. 

There seems a sense of thrilling bliss, 

Unearthly and refined,— 

A mingling of that world with this, 

All heart, all soul, all mind. 

Even the summer flowers I love 

Are placed within my hand ; 

And calmly, silently, I rove 

About that blessed land. 

Then wake me not, my sisters dear, 

Whene'er I sleep again ; 

My waking hours are cold and drear ; 

In sleep, I know not pain. 



THE POST-HORN. 

THERE is no heart so senseless or so cold, 

That beats not now with rapture, as the ear 

Dwells on the sound prolong’d which oft has told 

A world of hope, and calmed a world of fear. 

The horn! In that one joyful sound will come 

A thousand mingled feelings of delight. ! 

Fancy. at once recalls each distant home ; 

The loved, the absent, are before our sight. 

Ah! who can now describe the ecstacy, 

Th’ impetuous rush of thought which quickly flows 

Across the soul? Perchance a laugh of glee, 

Or tear of joy, are all we may disclose. 
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Th’ exciting moment o’er, now every voice 

(Hush’d in the stillness of expectancy) 

Waits but the letters, duly ranged for choice, 

To utter, half suppress’d, the words “ for me ?” 

“ For me ?—for me ?” from every mouth is heard, 

In tones of joy, or bursts of grateful pride, 

As nature prompts, or hope, too long deferr’d, 

Now sees at once its wishes gratified. 

For parent, friend, or brother, each have claims 

Of tender ties; and all, well pleased, abide 

The rush—the crowd—the glancing over names,— 

And all that fond impatience cannot hide. 

The long-expected treasure now is clasped 

With fervor in the half-extended hand ; 

No gold so prized, no gem so firmly grasped, 

As this mute stranger in a distant land. 

And now assembled, watch the anxious eye— 

The silent happiness—the joyous air— 

The tender smile—th’ involuntary sigh— 

And “blessings on them” faintly murmur’d there. 



THE POST-HORN. 

One o’er the shoulder of the reader bends, 

As if by gazing she could magnify 

Each precious word, or catch, as it descends, 

The love-fraught message in its fervency. 

What happiness so great, so pure as this ? 

To scan the writing of the hands we love! 

To make their joys our own, to read their bliss, 

And mentally to follow where they rove! 

But who may tell, when calmness reigns once more, 

The grateful raptures, or the nameless fears ? 

Oh, none! for every heart its prayer will pour 

To God alone—oft mingling with its tears 

Such aspirations as he sees and hears ! 
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LIGHT. 

“ For thou wilt light my candle ; the Lord my God will enlighten 

my darkness.” —Psalm xvru, v. 28. 

Wira Thee, O God, to give me light, 

No darkness will appear ; 

And that which to my mental sight 

Is dim, Thou wilt make clear. 

Thou dost encircle with thy beams 

The earth thou didst create ; 

Nor is there any sphere but teems 

With light commensurate. 
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Oh! never on the stormy sea 

Of life let me be driven, 

Without thy guiding light to see, 

And lead me on to heaven ! 

How could I wander forth alone, 

In darkness and in fear, 

Unless thy heavenly light so shone, 

That I might feel Thee near ? 

Oh! wilt Thou deign to shed a ray 

Of pure, unclouded light 

Across my path, if I would stray 

One moment from thy sight! 

When Thee I seek, and sin I shun, 

Whilst virtue I pursue, 

May every effort be begun, 

With God, my light, in view! 



116 LIGHT 

Oh! let thy countenance divine 

So shine upon my soul, 

That whether grief or bliss be mine, 

Thy name I may extol. 

Then let no darkness make us fear, 

If God our light will be ; 

And think, if light’s a blessing here, 

How blest eternity } 



LOVE. 

T KNow not what this world would be— 

A death-like blank—a mystery— 

If love were banished for a time 

To other realm, or other clime. 

But, no; love is not bound by space, 

But with illimitable grace 

Glides through all worlds, and lives in all ; 

All hearts and souls it does enthral ; 

And though in some 'tis little felt—. 

Some, where the spirit seldom dwelt,— 



LOVE. 

‘Tis not quite banished or forgot. 

It were indeed a dreary spot, 

Without one single ray of love, 

That heavenly blessing from above ! 

For what were virtue, goodness, truth, 

Without the light of love? In sooth, 

They would not be—they could not last, 

Without this heavenly antepast, 

This foretaste of celestial love, 

Vicegerent here, but crowned above. 

Oh, love! thou pure and holy thing! 

What are the blessings thou dost bring ? 

Nay—trather what is happiness, ~ 

But love in some new guise or dress ? 

Even from birth, ’tis love which fills 

Each avenue of soul—instils 

Its spiritual influence, 

And makes us love all excellence. 

Whatever bears the noble stamp 

Of great and good, ’tis this pure lamp 



LOVE. 

Which lights our path, which gives us hope, 

Extends our views to higher scope. 

We love to read, to hear, to learn. 

And why? Because our spirits burn 

To enter at that heavenly gate, 

Where mind, in majesty of state, 

Sits on the throne of love ; and where 

Love’s essence breathes upon the air. 

And all God’s attributes abound 

In holy love ; for all around, 

Throughout creation, not a law 

But springs from love; and if we saw 

The root of all that’s good, ’twould be 

Love—only love that we should see. 

Love all pervading, all divine! 

In heaven how brightly will it shine ! 

The pure, pure spirit cherished here 

To blossom in the heavenly sphere ; 

To bud on earth for one short hour, 

To bloom for aye a lovely flow’r; 
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‘In heaven, so beautiful and bright, 

Its very shadow will be light ! 

That when we say, ‘‘ This, this is love !” 

Our spirits will be far above, 

Dwelling with God in holiness, 

And loving for pure blessedness. 



THE RED SEA. 

‘Tis night—dark night !—a gloomy stillness reigns 

O’er Egypt’s land ; the midnight hour is come, 

Whilst Pharaoh’s disobedience still detains, 

Against God’s will, his people. Such a doom 

Ne’er fell on land, and ne’er will fall again. 

These were the words divine which Moses gave 

To Egypt's king and court ; but all in vain. 

His heart is hardened ; nothing now can save 

The land from desolation ; for twas He, 

The Immutable, who gave this dread command : 

Death in his stead shall reign! Eternity 

Shall swallow up the first-born of the land! 
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But hard and harder grew the tyrant’s heart ; 

No fear of God had ever entered there ; 

Not love, but tyranny, forbade him part 

With Israel's children. How could man so dare 

Against high Heaven’s designs his own to place 

In competition! What, but want of fear 

Of that high Power, could, with unblushing face, 

Have made him tempt Omnipotence, and rear 

His haughty head? But God in wisdom knew, 

In wisdom infinite divinely planned ; 

Th’ Eternal Mind already had in view 

Glorious redemption— infinitely grand ! 

Oh, great deliverance ! what love too great, 

What gratitude of ours can e’er repay 

The mercy which released us from that state 

Of servile bondage and tyrannic sway ? 

In every house is silence most profound ; 

Th’ Egyptians sleep; not so the chosen race, 

Who, all prepared, now wait, without a sound, 

While anxious hope is pictured on each face, 
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Now suddenly along the midnight air 

A low and piteous wailing first is borne, 

Then loud and fearful shrieks of sad despair 

Echo from house to house, where death has gone, 

Swiftly upon the sable wing of night 

The angel has gone forth; upon his brow 

No pity can be traced ; for in his sight 

The prince and meanest slave are equal now. 

Then Pharaoh’s voice, amid the general cry, 

In grief and haste for Moses loudly called ; 

Moses and Aaron he implored to fly, 

For death surrounds him, and he stands appalled. 

Then did the Israelites come forth as one, 

Their wives, their children—cattle in the rear ; 

In silence and in haste their flight began ; 

They marched triumphant, for their God was near. 

He was their only guide by night and day— 

A cloud by day, a pillar of fire by night: 

Thus gloriously He led them on their way, 

And thus He ever keeps us in His sight. 
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Now, scarce encamped beside the sea, they view, 

With dread and horror, Pharaoh and his host ; 

His chariots and his horsemen all pursue, 

To overtake them ere they reach the coast. 

But what are human plans, if God oppose! 

“* Fear not,” then Moses said; ‘“ but wait and see 

' “ Salvation of the Lord; for these our foes 

“« Will never more on earth be seen by thee.” 

He scarce had said, when, at the voice of God, 

The sea divides—they walk upon dry land! 

Then, at the voice divine, he lifts his rod: 

Two upright walls of sea majestic stand. 

The cloud, which until now had gone before, 

Suddenly changes its resplendent light. 

The Israelites now crossed: the sea once more 

Resumes its place; but, in the Egyptians’ sight, 

That light is darkness now ; for all is seen 

Dark on that side, where Pharaoh’s horsemen dash 

Onward with rapid speed, while still between 

That cloud remains. A loud and fearful crash !— 
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Another !—and another quick succeeds ! 

"Tis God who fights against them : vain the thought 

To flee from Israel's face ; for whence proceeds 

Such wondrous power, if not from God, who fought 

On Israel’s side, who safe had reached the shore ? 

Ere morning's faintest blush began to spread, 

They saw the Egyptians sink, to rise no more— 

Not one that was not numbered with the dead! 

Then all the multitude, with one accord, 

Joined Moses in a loud and heartfelt cry 

Of gratitude and praises to the Lord: 

They sang to Him who “triumphed gloriously !” 



TO ROMANCE. 

As the rainbow in the sky, 

When the storm is passing by, 

As the sunshine to the flower, 

Or the first refreshing shower ; 

Like the moonlight on the stream, 

Like an angel in a dream,— 

So, Romance, art thou to me, 

Ever hast been, and wilt be. 

As the stars in darkest night, 

As the spirit in its might, 

As the high, majestic mount, 

And the sweetly gushing fount ; 



TO ROMANCE. 

As the dew lies on the lawn, 

In the light of early dawn, 

So thou liest on my heart, 

Pure and holy as thou art. 

As the sun, in glory shining, 

All the light of heaven combining ; 

Like the love in youthful hearts, 

Ere the golden light departs ; 

Or when heaven, in deepest blue, 

Gives its own celestial hue 

To the things whereon we look, 

From the ocean to the brook ; 

Every holy shadow blending, 

Every prayer from earth ascending,— 

Thought exalted, thought refined, 

In that magic word combined ; 

Thus to me thou art divine, 

And T ever call thefmine. 
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A VISION. 

STRANGE thoughts, and stranger visions, rose 

Before my mind’s delighted eye, 

Which to the poet’s soul disclose 

Such worlds of truth and witchery. 

In silence, both by night and day, 

With wisdom burning on my tongue, 

I breathed the words I could not say, 

On which my soul enraptured hung. 

T uttered, in soft tones and low, 

The inspirations of my mind, 

And beauteous verse, like music’s flow, 

Melodious, vague, and undefined. 
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I saw my God, the Blessed One, 

Unfold the dream which we call Life— 

A fragile web, of shadows spun, 

Woven with sorrow and with strife. 

I saw the cause of every grief, 

Which God will show to all one day, 

When sadness, like an autumn leaf, 

Will, like that leaf, be swept away ; 

So that, in voices mild and clear, 

We shall acknowledge HE was just, 

And wonder at the darkness here 

Obscuring hope, and faith, and trust. 

The Prophet King in vain poured forth 

The tender breathings of his heart ; 

To beings icebound as the north 

His spirit he could ne’er impart. 

In vain his warm, ecstatic lyre 

Its trembling chords of love awoke ; 

Few souls could breathe that living fire, ~ 

Few hearts to whom those echoes spoke. 

; ai 
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And wisdom’s page is thus passed o'er, 

And scanned by most unlearnéd eyes, 

Who see not, in prophetic lore, 

The road that leads beyond the skies. 

’Tis not the written word alone, 

Sublime, yet simple as a child ; 

This is sweet Nature’s under-tone, 

In which she gives her lessons mild. 

But Genius, from her lofty car, 

Beholds, in Scripture’s hidden charms, 

A soul, a beauteous soul afar, 

And clasps the spirit in her arms. 

Spirit of Scripture! how divine 

Thou shinest with thy golden wings, 

Flitting around this soul of mine, 

Revealing most mysterious things ! 

I list to thee, I hear thy voice 

In sweet and most pathetic numbers, 

Making my inmost heart rejoice, 

Awhile mine eyes are closed in slumbers. 



A VISION. 

Spirit of Beauty ! then didst thou 

Descend and bless my mental sight ; 

Methinks I see thee even now, 

In mid-air, floating on the night ; 

In dream-like loveliness didst glide, 

A vision clad in robes so fair, 

Thine arms extended from thy side, 

As if to cleave the ambient air. 

Sweet spirit of the earth and skies ! 

I see thy form in ether move ; 

Like light in darkness thou dost rise ; 

Emblem of light! thy name is Love. 



RECOLLECTIONS OF A VILLAGE SCENE 

IN BELGIUM. 

‘Twas a pleasant, tranquil spot, near the little village church ; 

If you cross the rustic bridge, “twill repay you for the search. 

You must picture to yourself a most beauteous summer sky, 

When the sun had well nigh set, and the moon was rising high : 

He had kissed each hill and mountain, and had left them blush- 

ing still, 

And every shepherd led his sheep across the distant hill. 

A sweet tranquillity did reign throughout that village dear ; 

The music of the distant church now comes across my ear! 

The bells were musical and soft—so sweetly did they chime ! 

I oft recall their melody—that pleasant evening time! 
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To hear the music of those bells, there lingered yet behind 

One pensive swain upon the bridge; but waited 4e to find 

Some music that was dearer far—a voice, whose tones so clear, 

So liquid soft, that, had you heard, you'd wish once more to hear. 

And there he stood upon the bridge, half shadow, half in light, 

While she, to hide the blush of joy, was turning from his sight. 

I looked on that transparent cheek, and thought her passing fair, 

With blush too fleeting, eye too bright, for mortal love to share. 

That village and the church, and those two pure loving hearts, 

Formed a scene I never can forget till memory departs. . 

I little dreamed their meeting hour would be so fraught. with 

grief— 

That fragile form so soon bowed down, and that sweet life so 

brief! . 

At last he spoke some words of love, and looked into her eyes ; 

But they returned no answer—they were fixed upon the skies. 

Her soul seemed all absorbed in prayer, so full of holy love, 

She scarcely looked like mortal maid, but spirit from above. 

And then he said, “Oh! look not so, my own sweet petted bird ! 

*« How fondly do I love thee !”—But she answered not a word. 
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He pressed her hand within his own—but, oh! with fear and 

dread : 

That ice-cold hand—that sinking form—alas! the maid was 

dead ! 

* * * * * * * 

The swain, he never more returned unto his lonely cot, 

But daily, at the sun-set hour, is always on the spot, 

And vainly watches for her step, and listens for her voice ; 

For nothing in the village since could make his heart rejoice. 

‘Tis true, those bells as sweetly chime, as musical and soft; 

But not the music that he sought to soothe his soul full oft. 

And still at eve, upon the bridge, he waits, though often chid, 

And still he looks for something—watching still as once he did. 

Alas! poor shepherd! never more on earth thou’lt meet thy 

love ; 

For thou hast woo’d an angel, whom thou soon wilt meet above. 



TO BEA SPIRIT. 

How often do I wish that I could leave 

This earthly form! for then I should not grieve— 

I'd be a spirit! 

How often, as I sit with those I love, 

I think how my affection I might prove, 

Were I a spirit! 

When kindly sleep descends to close their eyes, 

I then would watch and bless them from the skies— 

A pure, bright spirit! 

For then I should not need to hold in thrall 

The love and rapture which now compass all 

My buoyant spirit. 
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No mortal sure would ever deem me wrong, 

Could it be known how fervently I long 

To be a spirit. 

Th’ enthusiastic ardour of my mind 

Would in these chains no longer be confined, 

Were I a spirit. 

This tender heart is seldom free from pain ; 

It feels, alas! too quickly—and I fain 

Would be a spirit. 

Oh! then I should be free to go or stay, 

And flitting round my loved ones night or day, 

Were I a spirit ; 

Be near them unperceived, yet hear and see! 

The thought expands my soul !—what joy to me 

To be a spirit ! 



SONG. 

Ow! what fervency of love 

Lies within my heart ! 

Seeking every hour to prove 

How dear to me thou art. 

Yes, there is a spell to bind 

Thy pure soul to mine ; 

Nor can adoration find 

More befitting shrine. 

My soul lives only in thy sight, 

It dies without thy smile ; 

As flowers live ’mid sunny light, 

And grow more sweet the while. 

Warm and radiant is the light 

By thy presence shed ; 

And a cold and starless night, 

When thy step has fled. 



THE POETESS. 

THE Poetess sits in her chamber high, 

And she dreams of a world so fair, 

Of a future world, with prophetic eye, 

And her joy is beyond compare ! 

Oh! what are the joys this earth bestows, 

Like the rapturous bliss er spirit knows ! 

The Poetess sits in her chamber lone, 

Dreaming her golden dreams ; 

And day by day is a magical zone 

Encircling its starry beams 

Round her radiant soul; and its circlet bright 

Is the purest blaze of heaven’s own light. 
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But her cheek grows pale—it is ashy white! 

Oh! what is the vision that now 

Is passing before her entrancéd sight ? 

She thinks of the maiden’s vow ; 

That maiden who cut off her golden hair, 

To save her lover from grief and despair*. 

Those golden curls were her mother’s delight, 

Her father’s fondest pride ; 

And her beaming eye, so soft and bright, 

Had power to soothe and to guide ; 

And many a worshipper vainly strove 

To gain that smile, and that glance of love. 

Alas! for the maid and her lover's sighs ! 

Alas! for her parents dear ! 

There was one who had gazed upon those soft eyes, 

And for him were the smile and the tear ; 

For him were the words so tenderly spoken, 

The whispered vow that is ne’er to be broken. 

* The following is founded upon facts. 
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They said she must leave to her parents’ choice 

The partner of future years ; 

But his pleading tone and his eloquent voice 

Have won her awhile from tears ; 

And her heart, though gentle, was firm and bold, 

And she vowed she would never be wedded to gold. 

Then her lover looked on those sweetest eyes, 

And strange are the things she tells : 

That her path is beset by a hundred spies, 

And her steps by a hundred bells! 

That beneath the ground, from her chamber door, 

There are bells that will vibrate from floor to floor ! 

And she tells of a wondrous being who came, 

And within that castle remained ; 

Yet none knew whence, nor what was her name, 

Or how she had entrance gained. 

Some called her a witch, some called her a sprite, 

And she always vanish’d ere morning’s light. 
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And ’twas said, on the castle she laid a spell, 

And a mystery she foretold— 

That a maiden confined in those walls would dwell, 

While adorned with her locks of gold ; 

But the spell would cease, if once she could dare 

To cut off the locks of her golden hair. 

Then his courage fails; but strong is his love, 

Undaunted his noble heart ; 

And he swears that with her the world he will rove, 

And from her he will never depart ; 

He will wait till those bells be dumb, or will meet 

His death, for the sound of those fairy feet ! 

Then a soft, sad smile came over her face 

(‘Twas only a passing cloud), 

As she said, with a sweet, bewitching grace, 

A dignified air, and proud, 

“J will meet thee, dear love; and, whatever betide, 

“‘ The morrow shall greet me thine own —S 
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With coarsest garb on that form so fair, 

Of those golden locks all shorn, 

The maiden uttered a secret pray’r, 

And vanish’d at early dawn. 

Not a bell was heard, as from door to door, 

Like a zephyr she pass'd—and they saw her no more. 

Oh! the dreams of the Poetess! strange are they ! 

As true and as beautiful now 

As the first bright tints of the golden ray 

That alight on the mountain’s brow— 

The glorious mountain, whose summit so bold 

Is bathed in a sunset of roseate gold. 

But now o’er her features there lingers a trace 

Of some sorrow, its pale shadow throwing ; 

While sweet recollections come smiling apace 

Through the tears that were silently flowing : 

The tears, oh, so gentle! the smile, oh, so bright! 

Like those showers that fall when the rainbow’s in sight. 
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She thinks of the past—of those magical hours 

When wand'ring o’er hill and o’er plain ; 

And back to those sweet, quiet walks, and those flow’rs, 

Her thoughts have beguiled her again. 

She pauses—she listens—her spirit takes flight ; 

"Tis the nightingale’s rapturous song of delight ! 

Once more, in the land of rich foliage and wood*, 

She hears the sweet cuckoo alone; 

While the rivulet murmurs with silv'ry flood, 

In reply to the bird’s plaintive tone. 

‘Tis the wood which inspired the Poet to sing ; 

To that vale of enchantmentt her spirit takes wing. 

And now she is strolling ‘neath hedges so green, 

And seeking for violets blue ; 

But the wild, verdant thicket—luxuriant screen ! 

Conceals the sweet eyes from her eins 

Till zephyr, all laden with perfume, floats by, 

And tells that the fairy-like blossoms are nigh. 

* Ludlow. t¢ The Enchanted Vailey and Comus’ Wood. 

r 
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And then, with her treasures, how swiftly she glides, 

By the high meadow banks, to the vale ; 

Where, in freshness and beauty, all down its green sides, 

Are primroses scattered so pale : 

To the hill*, where the skylark’s clear, wondrous song 

So oft has transfixed her, she wanders along. 

Like crystalline waters, that slowly escape 

From the vaulted cavern’s height, 

And turn into exquisite form and shapef, 

Ere they meet the enchanted sight : 

So each fancy that flows from her gifted mind 

Is an image of loveliness there enshrined. 

And she turns, with a deep, impassioned gaze, 

To the beauties of earth and sky ; 

But her sweetest words and her warmest lays 

Are only the pebbles that lie 

Round the ocean’s bed; while the treasures that dwell 

In that fathomless deep, no mortal can tell! 

* The Whitcliff Hill. t The stalactites. 
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With thoughts, which, like viewless angels, stand 

All robed in light and love, 

How swiftly she visits that fairy land*, 

Where her steps ere while did rove. 

She sees the white waters come foaming along! 

She hears the rich ‘ Swallow-fall’s” passionate song ! 

With rapture intense, like a dream of the night, 

Looking down through the vista of time, 

Once more she is standing on Snowdon’s proud height, 

Unappalled by its beauty sublime ! 

No language can picture that moon-lighted scene, 

With its lakes and its far-spreading valleys so green! 

And slow through the distance, emerging from gloom, 

Appears on her wondering view 

(Like a radiance divine, like a saint from the tomb, 

As if born in its freshness anew) 

That loveliest valley which first she espied, 

In beauty surpassing all others besidef. 

* North Wales. + The Vale of Festigniog. 

L 



THE POETESS. 

In the magical light of her gifted mind, 

The Poetess pictures, at will, 

The beauties of heaven and earth combined, 

Commingling ever, until 

The sorrows of life grow dim and faint, 

In the glorious visions her fancy can paint. 

Nor sorrow, nor joy, can Jong remain 

In a world so framed as this ; 

But her thoughts and hopes soar higher, to gain 

Eternal and exquisite bliss ; 

For she knows that in heaven will be requited 

The feelings so keen that on earth are slighted. 

_ And a rapturous smile at times is seen 

In her thoughtful, earnest eye ; 

She is blending the present with that which hath been, 

In her changeful destiny ! 

For the music, the song, and the flowers, that made 

Such a life of enchantment, never can fade: 

They have woven their spells round her spirit divine ; 

They will leave in each heart a remembrance—a shrine! 



ENOCH. 

“ And Enoch walked with God; and he was not, for God took him.” 

Genzsis, v. 24. 

Ou, words of holy import! sink ye deep 

Within my spirit ; never more to sleep ! 

But lead me to the path his steps have trod ; 

My soul, pursue him in his walk with God. 

Thus let me wander, till the road I sought 

(So beautified by every hallowed thought— 

By every fancied dream of holy love) 

Would tempt all other feet that way to rove! 

L 2 
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I see him first in youthful vigour stand, 

When Fancy calls him to her golden land, 

When dreams of loveliness so haunt his mind, 

That Earth seems cold—her children all unkind : 

*Tis then he speaks—no other form is near ; 

He listens—yet no human voice I hear ; 

He smiles, and joy is beaming in his eye ; 

He “ walks with God”—his commune is on high. 

I see him next in manhood ; and I trace 

A firmer piety, maturer grace, 

As upwards on the mountain's brow he treads 

With step secure ; for ‘tis his God who leads ; 

And, trusting to his Maker’s guiding hand, 

It matters not to him where’er he stand : 

Not solitary he, while One so near 

To his most secret wishes bends an ear. 

He looks around, and words with musings blend : 

“‘ These works are Thine, my Father and my Friend! 
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“‘ Ah! let me gaze on every hillock green, 

“ And feel Thy presence near me, Thou unseen : 

“« Let me descend the valley ; every blade 

“ Of verdant grass by Thine own fingers made, 

“ And every flow’ret sparkling in the dew, 

“« Radiant beneath Thy hand, divine they grew.” 

Thus on he walks; no step so free, so calm, 

As his who leans upon a heavenly arm. 

Again, I see him stand amid the storm ; 

Harmless it beats against his unmoved form ; 

Erect in sudden stillness ; as some rock, 

Braving the thunderbolt’s terrific shock : 

But not with pride he stands ; now, void of fear, 

He listens to the voice of Heaven, so near ; 

And nearer now it comes—'tis still the same, 

Though thunder is its breath, though lightning’s flame 

Cleaves the dull air! How oft in varied tone 

He utters it—the only Blessed One! 

He smiles—all nature waits upon that smile! 

"Twas only sunshine hidden for a while. wr 
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Once more I looked—the man of God was gone ! 

Yet still the path he trod before me shone: 

*Twas a long path, of rugged steep and plain, 

O’ershadowed here “ai there by mist and rain ; 

But through it ran one long and trackless light, 

Which seemed to grow beneath my dazzled sight. 

Mingling within the light he worshipped so, 

He followed God; and thus did Enoch go. 

His days were ended, yet death dared not come ; 

He “ walked with God,” and God did take him home. 



EVENING THOUGHTS AT HERNE BAY. 

Wuusst lingering on thy quiet shore, Herne Bay, 

Watching the glorious Sun’s last parting ray, 

The Moon, soft rising from her golden bed 

Of cloudy beams, which, parting, he had shed ; 

One lone, bright star just passing through the light 

Ethereal clouds, which now advancing Night 

Calls slowly round her—’twas with this pure scene 

That I, facing the boundless ocean, long had been 

In silence rapt. The air was still and calm— 

A holy calmness, such as breathes a balm 

Into those hearts which are not quite at rest, 

And into those which are already blest 

Adds blessedness. It is in scenes like this, 

All nature, even the waves, partake of bliss, 

Laughing and sparkling in their joyous course, 

As each the other follows. Mighty Source 
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Of so much beauty ! all to Thee we owe! 

With Thine may all our wills obedient flow 

As these Thy waves! The little voices near 

Of gay and thoughtless children on mine ear 

Breaking the stillness ; yet methinks the sound 

Adds even to the quietness around. 

As, when a lake is calmest, one slight rill 

Will make it look, by contrast, calmer still. 

And ever, when I hear a young, fresh voice 

Borne on the evening breeze, I do rejoice ; 

For well I know, the heart where sorrow reigns 

Trusts not that voice aloud; but there sustains 

Its little grief; or, melting into tears, 

Waits for the voice of kindness ere it cheers. 

And words of kindness, falling on a string 

Of tenderness within the heart, will bring 

Fresh burst of tears ; as gold, too finely wrought, 

Will melt the soonest :—thus it was I thought. 

My heart was filled with gratitude, as I 

Looked round, and saw the happy faces nigh. 

* * * * * * 



TO MY DEPARTED SISTER. 

THovauts of the dead! how beautiful ye are! 

Haunting us ever. When the evening star 

And the pale moonlight share our solitude— 

When thoughts, like angels, guide the pensive mood— 

Then come, and, with thy deep, thy spirit love, 

Bear me, on wings divine, to realms above. 

My sister! when I saw that thou wert dead, 

The spirit from that lovely form had fled, 

I thought my heart would break within my frame ; 

Distractedly I called thee by thy name: 

“* Louisa! dearest, leave—oh! leave me not! 

“ Take me, oh! take me from this dreary spot !” 

Silent! what silent still?—Alas ! too true! 

That pale, cold cheek !—and those soft eyes of blue— 

Closed are they now for ever! and the grave 

Will soon hold that which was too dear to save. 
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Oh! let me clasp the pallid hand in mine, 

And gaze once more on that sweet face of thine ; 

Those lips, which yesterday were breathing love— 

That soul which blessed me !—is it far above ? 

Where is thy home ?—tell me—oh! tell me where? 

In the calm radiance of celestial air, 

Say, dost thou wander ? or in some bright star, 

Gliding, all spirit like, in silv’ry car ? 

That star that thou didst love, is that thy home ? 

And in its world of brightness dost thou roam ? 

Or in the magic circles of the sun, 

Swifter than light did thy sweet spirit run ? 

Within the moon, whose gorgeous mountains rise, 

A world of light suspended in the skies P 

In her pale beams, and on her icy breast, 

Didst thou, departed, go and take thy rest ? 

Ah, no! methinks the pure, angelic soul 

Must, long ere this, have reached its destined goal, 

Have joined the blissful angels in their song, 

And been as one amid that spirit throng. 



REFLECTIONS UPON “ BUTLER’S ANALOGY.” 

THERE is a likeness in all natural things, 

A strict analogy, which clearly brings 

Religion and all nature to agree. 

The veil withdrawn, I now distinctly see, 

If first we trace each diff’rent stage of life, 

We prove a future peace from present strife ; 

Death no destruction of the moral power, 

Which oft is brightest in our latest hour ; 

The mind then freed from all control and strife 

By nature’s latest change, the soul’s new life! 

The body is the instrument alone ; 

The soul is all that we can call our own. 
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What though we cease to live, thought does not cease, 

But bursts the prison doors at death’s release— 

Waits but that moment to enlarge, expand, 

Commence new life in death, eternal! grand! 

And if, in search of happiness, we miss, 

The fault is ours, not God’s, who formed for bliss, 

Left us, in part, free will to choose our way, 

Thereby our faith and patience to essay. 

And it may be His holy, blessed will, 

That we, the creatures of His matchless skill, 

Should act accordingly to nature’s plan, 

Which lies beyond our present power to scan. 

To our weak sense, no doubt some actions lie 

As if they lacked His moral scrutiny. 

No step we take, no act so small soe’er, 

But wisdom infinite, with wondrous care, 

Has governed, for some latent good,—an end 

To which His purpose wise will ever tend. 

And thus remorse may be the shadow sent, 

Forewarning of a future punishment ; 



REFLECTIONS UPON BUTLER’S ANALOGY. 157 

And feelings pure, with conscience void of guile, 

May be the type of Heaven’s approving smile. 

And so in early youth we should begin 

To shut out all the avenues of sin: 

Nor this alone ; but let not pass in vain 

Those moments which will ne’er return again ; 

But, like the bee, who robs th’ unconscious flow’r, 

Let us enrich our minds each fleeting hour. 

Nor let us e’er distrust, or be dismayed ; 

Be fear and hope in equal balance weighed ; 

Else in presumptuous gale we may be tossed, 

Or down the low abyss in darkness lost. 

‘Tis true we cannot clearly now perceive 

God’s government, all goodness to achieve ; 

But we are blind, the world obstructs our sight ; 

For this is but the dawning of that light ; 

The noonday is in heaven, where we shall see 

And comprehend what now seems mystery. 



SONG OF A VILLAGE GIRL TO HER LOVER. 

I GazED from my lattice window, my love, 

I tried in vain to see 

Thy coming form; so I looked above, 

And prayed most earnestly. 

The night was chill, the moon looked dim, 

And all was so still and calm, 

That I breathed aloud a sacred hymn, 

Which seemed like a holy charm. 

Thy flowers were pining for thee, my love, 

The flowers I culled, at noon, 

From the hedge that borders our own sweet grove ; 

Refuse not the simple boon. 
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But why was thy coming delayed, my love ? 

My heart was sad and drear ; 

While thou wert gone, I mourned like a dove— 

I felt thou wert wanting here. 

But now thou art come again, my love, 

And bringest rich gifts for me— 

The rose and myrtle, which always prove 

True love and constancy. 



A HEART COMMUNING WITH ITSELF. 

Wy, when we look upon a face we love, 

Why do our inmost sympathies awaken ? 

Is it that love and pity always move, 

As silent watchers, round the heart they’ve taken ? 

They say that, without hope, can ne’er exist 

Those deep emotions which from love do spring ; 

But holy, pure, with selfish thoughts unmixed, 

Is the devotion of the love I sing. 

Perchance those eyes may seek another’s smile, 

May even now have wooed and won her heart ; 

But should we then for this our souls beguile, 

And try to rob them of their better part ? 
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Why should we less in veneration bow 

At Virtue’s shrine, though we may not possess 

The temple she inhabits? and the brow 

Is still the same, though not for our caress. 

Must the bright radiance of exalted mind 

Be coldly looked upon, though it may shine 

More bright on one? "Tis not for us to find 

The hidden ore, enriching all the mine. 

Think you the pressure of that hand can give 

One thrill of joy or happiness the less, 

Because for me alone it does not live— 

Because another claims its tenderness ? 

The resting place of love is not on earth ; 

It looks beyond the tomb—it is all soul ; 

It is like heaven, from whence it had its birth; 

Its aims are high, and brook not time’s control. 

* * * * * 



THE TWIN SISTERS. 

SHE knelt beside her sister’s bed, 

Unconscious that her soul had fled ; 

The fervent prayer for strength and grace 

Still lingered o'er her youthful face, 

And left such holy calmness there 

That saints might not disdain to wear. 

When, meek and timid as a fawn, 

She rose, before the first faint dawn 

Had spread its clear and tender light, 

Its veil of freshness o’er her sight. 
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With heart prepared, and look subdued, 

Assumed her saint-like attitude. 

Scarce had she risen, when a smile— 

That mute endeavour to beguile 

The first awaking hour of one 

She loved, adored—beamed, like the sun, 

When giving warmth and life to those 

Beloved flowers, ere they close, 

So was that smile of tenderness, 

The harbinger of her distress. 

For when Night drew her curtain round, 

As if to shut out every sound, 

Which might disturb the lovely dream, 

Hov'ring like a golden gleam 

Of sunshine o’er a flower bed 

(So shines it o’er the youthful head), 

The last fond kiss of love was given. 

Ah! little did she think that Heaven 

Could mean that kiss to be their last !— 

That in that blessing should have past 

M 2 
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The soul, which, from her earliest youth, 

Had been all innocence and truth. 

But, gazing on that sister's eye, 

As if she thought she might descry 

When sleep was o'er, that she might earn 

For all her love some slight return, 

She sought that heavenly smile in vain— 

Those lips will never smile again ! 

For lips and eyes were still and closed. 

« It was not thus, when we reposed,” 

In tones of agony she cried ; 

“« When we were slumb’ring side by side, 

“ She did not lie so still and cold! 

“ And is it thus that I behold 

“ My sister in the arms of death ? 
“ Not even the faintest sign of breath !” 

Her heart seemed breaking, as she said, 

“« T see—I see that thou art dead!” 

In one short moment all was gone— 

All hope—all joy! for, like the morn, 
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Blushing and bright as it appears, 

A cloud will darken it to tears. 

In silent agony, she clung 

To that dear form where once she hung 

With all a sister’s fondest love. 

And could Death bid her now remove ? 

It could—and thus, in one brief hour, 

Withered this fair and fragile flower. 

Slowly she raised her beauteous head, 

As if to look upon the dead ; 

Then, kneeling down once more beside 

That bed to pray,—in pray’r she died. 



MORAL INFLUENCE. 

W2ar is so great, so mighty in its force, 

As that of mind? Not even the boundless sea, 

In all its wide expanse, its wondrous course, 

Can match with thine, oh! mind of majesty ! 

Of kings I speak not; for ’tis known how they 

Have listened, with attentive ear, and mild, 

To men of meaner birth, who held such sway 

As made them monarchs, and the king a child. 

"Tis not in little minds to comprehend 

The noble soul, and all its vast effect. 

A giant to a child would have to bend : 

He'd not be seen, were he to stand erect. 
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Of strength of body no man e’er should boast ; 

For brutes in this may oft our rivals be, 

And tyranny is always hated most 

By minds of greatest, highest energy. 

The world was formed by mind—by One alone— 

By that Eternal Mind is governed still ; 

And who so much deserving of a throne 

As he who governs morally with skill— 

Who governs with decision by a word ? 

While all must feel the mental influence, 

Though unacknowledged, yet no glitt’ring sword 

Can conquer like the wise in eloquence. 

The tow'ring mountain, in its mighty fall 

O’erthrowing forests, crumbles into dust ; 

And Samson’s strength, which slew but to appal 

(That strength in which Goliath put such trust), 

Proved its own downfall: but not so with mind— 

Exalted, high, o’erthrowing all around, 

Moulding and bending all ; yet still we find 

Itself unbowed, unbent, but rather found 

16 
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Raised in its native dignity—how great! 

What is so high, so noble in its birth, 

As mind—whose highest title and estate 

Owes not its origin to aught on earth, 

But calls its Father Potentate of Heaven, 

And looks to Him to bless what He has given. 



THE POET'S LAND. 

Ir was a land so very fair 

And beauteous, that I lingered there, 

To see if there were any bliss 

That would be found more true than this. 

I wandered over sands of gold ; 

"Twas bright and dazzling to behold ; 

The very air which fanned my cheek 

Was warm and tender; not the bleak, 

Cold air which chills the sensitive, 

Pure heart, and will not let it live. 

The plants were so divinely bright, 

Within that atmosphere of light ; 

The rainbow hues from leaf and stem 

Shone like an eastern diadem. 

And music came unceasingly, 

Which made me think that it might be 
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Some music of the soul’s creating, 

And thus from soul to soul vibrating. 

But "twas not long before I found 

That even on most bewitching ground, 

Where happiness is doubly prized, 

Sorrow will come, howe’er diaguised ; 

And sorrow, in a land like this, 

So full of pure, unclouded bliss, 

Will, from the very contrast, be 

More poignant in its agony. 

And so it was: there came a low 

And solemn sound of heartfelt woe, 

As to his grave was borne along, 

With flowers bedecked, some child of song. 

A being of this land had given 

His heart (oh! had it been to heaven !) 

To some fair being of his own 

Creative fancy—never known 

On earth, until he, day by day, 

Feeding on beauty, pined away. 



TO R, S. ON HER MARRIAGE. 

READ this, dear love; and, oh! may every line 

Attest what fond sincerity is mine! 

Can words attest? Ah, no! within the soul, 

Half unrevealed, still lies a mighty whole ; 

Even though absent from thy sweet caress, 

Love makes that joy which is thy happiness. 

If, to fulfil each wish and prayer for thee, 

I would renew them now in fervency, 

I could not add one wish or prayer the more ; 

I have but to repeat them o’er and o’er: 
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For then, in answer, Heaven will kindly shed 

Abundant blessings on thy dear, dear head. 

Tf perfume of two flowers commingled be 

More sweet than one alone in fragrancy— 

If two rich tones of blended harmony 

Be more melodious far than one would be— 

If union of tzco heavenly souls be bliss— 

Then may thy wedded fate resemble this ! 



ON PROVIDENCE. 

Ou, Thou great Source, eternal and sublime, 

Let my soul mount upon the wings of time, 

Though not time’s slave ; for I would speak of Thee, 

Before whom time and all things bend the knee. 

I bow before Thy Majesty, and own 

No power but Thine. When from thy glorious throne 

Thy mandates first were issued—laws proclaimed, 

In goodness and in justice all were framed, 

All breathed of love eternal and divine ; 

And then o’er all did Providence first shine, 

Encircling in those everlasting arms 

All things around, beneath, that no alarms, 
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Useless or causeless, ever might intrude 

In the most distant, tranquil solitude. 

And He is now the same, who from the first 

Shielded our ancestors; when there would burst 

The brilliant cloud, that harbinger of good, 

Which prayer e’en now can pierce, nor be withstood. 

Oh, Providence supreme! how can we doubt 

Thy wondrous power, thy leading hand throughout ? 

How can we e’er distrust, or be dismayed ? 

What though our faith be tempted or essayed, 

What though some time in darkness we are lost, 

And all our purposes and wishes crossed ; 

"Tis not in vain, for Providence then shields, 

And in His hand divine the sceptre wields. 

*Twas not in vain that Abraham looked on high ; 

No arm he saw, yet Providence was nigh. 

And Daniel’s trust not vainly was bestowed ; 

To God’s protecting arm his life he owed. 

But instances, as numerous as true, 

Will prove God’s power of old, yet ever new ; 
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And downward from creation’s birth we trace 

His Providence o’er all the human race ; 

A Providence so kind and good withal, 

That nothing else but sin should e’er appal ; 

And even sin, repented of, will bring 

That blessed Being to our ministering. 

And if there be some spirits who can walk 

Through this fair world, nor of His goodness talk, 

Let it be ours His praises oft to sing, 

Concealed beneath the shadow of His wing ; 

Let it be ours to sing His matchless pow’r, 

Providing care which guards from hour to hour ; 

And though it be a theme full oft discussed, 

The brightest things, neglected, soon will rust ; 

And buds upon a withered branch may shoot, 

And thoughts oft sprinkled on the heart take root. 

Thus, if by frequent converse of His care 

We're led at last to seek protection there, 

Time were not lost, but rather fresh revived, 

Whilst we in Providence’s vast mysteries dived. 
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The utmost light we gain is darkness here ; 

Then never let us close our eyes in fear, 

But seek that light, how small so’er it be : 

The stars seem small, though worlds of mystery! 

Those dwelling in “ the secret of His place” 

Are sure to find His all-protecting grace ; 

And “ He will give His angels charge of thee,” 

When thou to His protecting arm doth flee : 

They run, they fly, to shelter those who seek 

His Providence, in one short prayer and meek ; 

And if we mark His footsteps, we shall trace 

In each new step some wonders of His grace ; 

Nor wonders only ; goodness, beauty, shine 

In each new turning of His path divine. 

Then let the meditative mind explore 

The beauties of creation, and adore 

That Goodness which upholds and governs too, 

Creating ever beautiful and new. 

And in the varied pleasures of the mind 

Each has his own of some peculiar kind ; 
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For Providence, all watchful for our good, 

To some gives rich, to others simple food. 

Some in abstracted thought for hours will sit, 

While scarce the pallid countenance is lit 

By the least outward gleam of happiness ; 

And yet his thought was given but to bless. 

And some there are, with ready, brilliant mind, 

Who shed a light we sought in vain to find ; 

Spreading, extending in the ample field 

Of science or of art, to us long sealed. 

And these are pleasures—this is happiness ; 

And these were given also but to bless. 

Oh, bounteous Providence! not slow to hear, 

To give, or to protect ; but ever near, 

Ever awake (though we are slumbering still), 

In the wild storm, or on the gentlest rill 

That e’er disturbs the waters of life’s stream ; 

Still ever there, though absent He may seem. 

We even then may hold His tender hand, 

And He will lead us safely on to land ; 

N 
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When waiking through the dark and shadowy vale, 

Where silent Death looks on with aspect pale, 

We'll iilow Him, devoid of all alarms, 

Who keeps our souls within His holy arms. 



RETURNING. 

Wuar rapture is conveyed in that short word! 

How every fibre of the heart is stirr’d 

By sweet anticipation !—Blissful morn ! 

The brighter, that of shadows thou wert born. 

The soul, in quest of beauty, looks around ; 

Now sees it in each object ; every sound 

Awakes some pleasing sympathy. How bright 

The early dawn, when first returning light 

Gleams softly through the casement, and the air, 

Pure in its freshness, wafts with tender care 

The myriads of birds, that wing their way 

Far through the clear expanse, at break of day. 

N 2 
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How sweet returning sunshine after rain, 

When the meek flowers lift up their heads again,— 

When leaf and bud, late tremulous with fears, 

Smile in the sunshine, grateful through their tears ! 

How beautiful the first return of spring ! 

A brighter hope and joy it seems to bring: 

Nature, reviving from her death-like sleep, 

Reminds us that we have not long to weep— 

Tells us, weak children, what there is in store, 

When Nature wakes in Paradise once more. 

To the lone watcher, who betimes by stealth 

Seeks the faint dawning of returning health, 

When sickness dims the eye and fades the cheek, 

The voice beloved makes tremulous and weak,— 

How does he hail the first, though hectic, bloom, 

The brightened eye, the voice amidst the gloom 

Of darkened chamber !—'tis a gush of joy, 

Bursting from purest founts, without alloy ! 

When music has been hushed, and silence taught 

To reign instead, usurping the long-sought 
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And thrilling melodies we used to hear, 

The varied tones as from another sphere,— 

Those sounds, returning, rouse within the soul ° 

A strange emotion nothing can control. 

But more than these, than all, is that blest sight 

(Mingled with pure and exquisite delight), 

To see those beings that we hold most dear, 

The same loved voices once again to hear, 

With every look, and every treasured tone, 

That tells the heart it is no more alone! 

The beings that we pictured, with a sigh, 

Reflected back in fond reality ! 

To see, to hear, to witness, and to bless,— 

This is, indeed, return to happiness ! 



FROM A PICTURE BY SALVATOR ROSA. 

A scENE of awful grandeur! rocks arose, 

And yawning chasms, never more to close 

Around a spot most desolate and wild, 

Yet beautifully grand; each summit smiled 

Beneath the rays of the retiring sun. 

But there was one who smiled not: he was one 

Of Nature’s children, bold and free of soul,— 

One who could brook nor chiding, nor control,— 

As there he sat upon the rock’s deep side, 

A gloomy cavern ‘neath him, op’ning wide 

Its stony arms: tremendous gulph there seemed 

*Twixt him and death; yet not so great he deemed 

The distance from irrevocable fate. 

Dark faces lower’d around him; men, whom hate 
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And fierce revenge for trivial misdeed, brought 

Around their captive, and with fury fraught, 

Reclined in various attitudes around, 

Their arms of death flung heedless on the ground. 

Meanwhile the youth, with hopeless, drooping head, 

Sat mournfully serene—no tear he shed, 

But with courageous mastery strove to hide 

The pangs which shook his bosom’s noble pride. 

Luxuriant masses of dark wavy hair - 

Shaded his face, but could not hide despair ; 

And though it soften’d, yet did not conceal 

The anguish which he felt, yet scorn’d to feel. 

And, watching o’er his fate, was one whose life, 

Whose habits, and whose feelings, seemed at strife ; 

Which gave her stern and melancholy face 

A look of tender and majestic grace. 

Behind him, raised upon a rock, she stood, 

Her form erect, in fixed, determined mood ; 

With hand upraised, one finger o’er his head 

Seemed to make law the lightest word she said. 
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Their Chieftainess! for now, her Chief away, 

Sternly she bade them listen and obey. 

And there was something in that look and tone, 

That attitude, as rigid as a stone, 

Which made each foeman’s visage round her quail, 

Beneath her own—so passionless, so pale ! 

With well-assumed contempt for him she spoke, 

While, ’mongst the band, rude admiration woke : 

“ Oh, coward hearts! ye would disarm a youth, 

“« Betray his honor,—aye, and doubt his truth! 

“Ts this your glory—this your noble strife— 

“To rob a young, defenceless boy of life ? 

“ Methought ye met with equals in the fray, 

“ Not sport with children, and disturb their play ! 

“ Put by those weapons, and no longer dare 

“ To speak of death, or ye the like shall share.” 

Was it contempt, or love, in that short hour, 

Which gave unto her words resistless power ? 

No longer feels he now that harrowing pain ; 

His life is saved—her look is not disdain! 



IDEAL BEAUTY. 

SUGGESTED BY THE THOUGHT OF “ UNDINE.” 

Ow! where art thou, ideal beauty,—where ? 

Art thou the soul’s pure essence ? or in air, 

Floating on things unseen? Say, dost thou bind 

Unfading loveliness around the mind, 

Like an unearthly chain—unseen, unfelt, 

Save when within our beings thou dost melt, 

And there refining minds the mos¢ refined— 

Thing of pale shadows, colouring the mind ? 

Like that fair maid, who, ’mid the silv’ry spray, 

Mingled her beauty with the fountain’s play, 

And, like a cloud of light on empty space, 

Rose with her pensive eyes and seraph face, 
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Her fair hair floating as a shadow round 

The lovely form, and waving to the ground. 

Or as the most poetic strain will gush 

Amid a fount of tears, and sometimes rush 

O’er cataracts of feeling and deep thought. 

So did the fair Undine—richly fraught 

With all that’s loveliest of soul and mien, 

Never to die—and yet no more be seen ; 

Never again beneath the crystal wave 

Will thy sweet song be heard, or coral cave 

Echo those tones of love. Oh! vision pure, 

On this cold earth thou couldst not long endure ; 

But as a dream, all fleeting and divine, 

Thy shadowy beauty round us will entwine. 



ABRAHAM LISTENING TO THE VOICE OF GOD 

IN CHALDEA. - 

In thy cool plains, thy calm serenity, 

Oh, beauteous Chaldea! I wander oft, 

On nights of such pure stillness, that the air 

Seems but the breath of heavenly spirits, sent 

To minister unto my aged soul ! 

Oh! solitude profound! I woo thy shades, 

Thy deep retreats, and mourn my childless lot. 

But, ah! what sound is that! a voice celest 

Speaks to my heart in tones of love and hope; 

In strains angelical, it bids me gaze 

Upon that blue immensity of space, 
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The boundless heavens, and count—oh, vain attempt !— 

The numberless stars that shine in brilliant lustre, 

Till my wrapt soul is lost in wonderment, 

In love and adoration to that Being 

Throned above all His works, and yet in all! 

Be still, my heart! The heavenly voice proceeds : 

‘“* Gaze on; for such in multitude shall be 

’ © Thine offspring, Abraham.” In humble trust, 

In perfect confidence, I yield my soul 

To this great promise,—oh, Thou blessed God ! 

For well I know that all Thy words are truth, 

And that Thou never, never wilt forsake 

Those trusting in Thy great, Thy glorious power ; 

Therefore my heart is joyful, and in faith 

I see my son! I clasp my much-loved Isaac ! 



ROMANCE. 

Romancg, I hear thee called a silly sprite ; 

But surely ‘tis because thou art not known ; 

Else why to me dost thou appear so bright ? 

Why charm my soul, and make it all thine own ? 

In infancy, when first I heard thy voice, 

Could I have felt (whene’er thy glittering chain 

Was weaving round me, bidding me rejoice) 

How to unreal bliss succeeded pain, 

E’en I, perchance, might then have sent thee far— 

Yea, far away ; although, in memory, 

Thy smile bewitching is as morning star, 

And tender as the light that veils the sky. 
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Thy votaries to worldly eyes seem strange ; 

Because they know not what thou hast to give ; 

Because they dream not of the spirit’s range, 

Ideal as the world in which we live. 

How dost thou win the heart of guileless youth, 

In which thou dwellest, silently, yet sure! 

The rainbow’s colours blend not with more truth 

Than thine, whose brilliancy does so allure ; 

For thou art hidden, as the glow-worm’s fire— 

A light to shine when other lights expire. 



THE SNOW-DROP; 

AN ALLEGORY. 

THE snow lay still on the earth, and hung like strings of 

pearls upon the graceful, drooping branches of the Laburnum 

trees. Spring had not yet gladdened the face of nature with 

her sweet, joyous smile ; everything in field and garden looked 

cold and quiet, as the land of the shadow of death. Nature 

was sleeping so tranquilly, that her breath was scarcely au- 

dible, even to the most observant of her children; and she 

loved to have it so; for it was her time of rest, when in dreams 

her spirit ascended to the Most High. In the midst of this 

death-like stillness and repose, I heard the sound of a soft, 

delicate step upon the ground ; I listened with a beating heart, 

and watched in breathless anxiety; but no human form ap- 

proached, as I knelt in a little arbour of the garden, absorbed 

in profound adoration ; for a religious awe had already taken 

possession of my soul. 
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I had not long remained in this position when I perceived 

a form of light gliding through the air, somewhat resembling 

those golden evening clouds which hover around the last 

glories of dereiinig day: a soft, delicious perfume spread 

through the atmosphere, and filled me with intense joy. 

Wings of a rainbow hue gradually displayed themselves on 

this form, half human, half divine; a garment made of the 

loveliest flowers twined together their leaves and branches so 

as almost to conceal the radiant vision. Her golden hair was 

encircled with buds of roses and jessamine. I gazed in an 

ecstacy of wonder and delight, every moment perceiving new 

beauties, which seemed to arise from earth, and to descend 

from heaven, mingling harmoniously, yet imperceptibly. Sud- 

denly I was aroused from my dream-like silence, by a voice 

whose undulating softness resembled the sighs which the 

Z£olian harp utters to the passing breeze; the tender melody 

of that voice resounded through my heart, as it formed itself 

into these words: “ Beautiful and full of delight is the task 

assigned me by the great Creator, the beneficent Author of 

all things, to watch over the flowerets of earth; to awaken 
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with the breath of love and joy their slumbering beauties ; to 

call forth their hidden charms ; to show them the first warmth 

of reviving happiness ; to shed the perfume of my spirit upon 

their young beauty, that they may bask in the sunshine, and 

rejoice in the love of the Most Merciful. Now will I hart, 

and at the foot of the heavenly throne pour forth the gratitude 

due to Him, who rejoices in the joy of His children. But 

first let me awaken thee, pale slumberer, that I may com- 

mence my work of love.” With these words, the beauteous 

being bent her sweet eyes to the earth, and looked long and 

earnestly upon a small bed of mould, which was situated in a 

remote part of the garden: seeing, at length, a soft, pale bud 

penetrating upwards throagh the snow, she continued— 

‘“« Fairest and earliest child of earth, approach and fear not.” 

At these words of encouragement, the delicate bud rose slowly 

and gradually from its icy bed; and the spirit, fanning it with 

her fragrant wings, vanished from my sight. 

Some weeks had now elapsed, when I returned again to 

the arbour, and, praying fervently that 1 might trace the 

te) 
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Divine Hand in all His works, and discover the truth and 

beauty in them all, I turned my eyes in the direction from 

whence had proceeded that exquisite vision. The bud was no 

longer there ; but, in its place, a slender stalk of palest green, 

upon the top of which hung, pendent, ‘a little bell of fairy 

dimensions and perfect whiteness; through the half-open 

leaves might be seen the delicate tint of soft green, pencilled 

by the angel’s touch. With rapturous delight I watched the 

beautiful flower, and examined with attention ‘the thin spiral 

leaves of dark green which encircled, but could not protect it 

from the cold wind which shook it to and fro. ‘ Sweetest 

blossom !” I exclaimed, ‘‘ why art thou blooming in - coldness 

and solitude, thus drooping alone 2” At these words of sym- 

pathy, light and fragrance again pervaded the atmosphere, and 

the soft musical voice of the spirit fell once more upon my ear ; 

but more radiant, far lovelier, was she now than when I first 

beheld her. The sun had shed a brilliant light over the robe 

of flowers which encircled her. The fresh dew of an early 

spring morning sparkled in her hair, and on the lids of her 
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long’ lashes; her eyes beamed with a softer light, and her 

movement was more joyous and elastic. Half flying, half 

gliding, she approached the flower: ‘‘ Snow-drop,” said the 

spirit; ‘‘ such is thy name, for out of the snow hast thou 

appeared,—first-born of the spring! emblem of hope and in- 

nocence! I have watchell thee from thy first appearance upon 

this earth: long, long hast thou struggled against the darkness 

and the gloom which surrounded thee ; long wert thou chilled 

by the cold breath of the frozen elements; but thou hast 

triumphed over all; thou hast come forth in blooming love- 

liness ; meek and lowly at the recollection of thy past trials, 

thou bendest down thy sweet head, like humility in Genius— 

emblem of love and hope! of joy and trust, of obedience and 

humility !—type of all that is most perfect in the sight of 

God!” Scarcely had the spirit uttered these words, when a 

distant chorus of angels was heard, approaching nearer and 

nearer, Humility they knew was the delight of the Most 

High ; and they left their golden harps, to take back an offer- 

ing so acceptable to Him. “Ascend with us,” they sang,. 
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‘and let us take to heaven this child of ‘patience ‘and hu- 

mility.” The spirit then ascended, bearing with her the 

delicate Snow-drop, no longer desolate, but surrounded by a 

guard of the angelic host. 

FINIS. 
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